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To the Right Honourable 


Fr 
Lonp HA LIF AX. 


My Lozp, 


S ſoon as itwas made known that your Lordſhip was 

not diſpleaſed with this play, my friends began to 

value themſelves upon the intereſt they had taken in its 

ſucceſs: I was touched with a vanity I had not before 

been acquainted with, and began to 44 of nothing leſs 
than the immortality of my work. 

And I had ſufficiently ſhewn this vanity in inſcribing 
this play to your Lordſhip, did I only conſider you as ons 
io whom ſo many admirable pieces, to whom the praiſes 
of Italy, and the beſt Latin poem ſince the Aneid, that 
on the peace of Ryſwick, are conſecrated. But it had 
been intolerable preſumption to have addreſſed it to you, 
my lord, who are the niceſt judge of poetry, were you 
not alſo the greateſt encourager of it ; to you who ex- 
cel all the preſent age as a poet, did you not ſurpaſs all 
the preceding ones as a patron, 

For in the times when the Muſes were moſt encou- 
raged, the beſt writers were countenanced, but never ad- 
vanced ; they were admitted to the acquaintance of the 
greateſt men, but that was all they were to expect; - 
The bounty of the patron is no where to be read of, but ' 
in the works of poets; whereas your Lordſhip's will fill 'Y 
thoſe of the hiſtorians, | "i 

For, what tranſactions can they write of, which have 
not been managed by ſome who were recommended by 
your Lordſhip ? It is by your Lordſhip's means, that the 
univerſities have been real nurſeries for the ſtate; that 
the courts abroad are charmed by the wit and learning, 
as well as the ſagacity of our miniſters; that Germany, ""Y 
Switzerland, Muſcovy, and even Turkey itſelf, begins to A 
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reliſh the politeneſs of the Engliſh ; that the 9 at 
home adorn that court, which they formerly uſed only to 
divert ; that abroad they travel, in a manner very unlike 
their predeceſſor, Homer, and with an equipage he could 
not beſtow, even on the heroes he deſigned to immor- 
talize, 

And this, my Lord, ſhews your knowledge of men, as 
well as writings, and your judgment no leſs than your 
generoſity ; you have diſtinguiſhed between thoſe, who, 
by their inclinations or abilities were qualified for the 
pleaſure only, and thoſe that were fit for the ſervice of 
your country; you made the one eaſy, and the other 
uſeful: you have left the one no occaſion to wiſh for any 
preferment, and you have obliged the public by the pro- 
motion of the others. 

And now, my Lord, it may ſeem odd that I ſhould 
dwell on the topic of your bounty only, when I might 
enlarge on ſo many others; when I ought to take 
notice of that illuſtrious family from which you are 
ſprung, and yet of the great merit which was neceſſary to 
fet you on a level with it, and to raiſe ou to that houſe 
of peers, which was already filled with your relations ; 
when I oughtto confider the brightneſs of your wit in pri- 
vate converſation, and the ſolidity of your eloquence in 
public debates ; when Iought toadmire in you the polite- 
neſs of a courtier, and the fincerity of a friend; the 
openneſs of behaviour, which charms all who ad- 
dreſs themſelves to you; and yet that hidden reſerve, 
which is neceſſary for thoſe great affairs in which you are 
concerned. 

To pafs over all theſe great qualities, my Lord, and 
inſiſt only on your generoſity, looks as if I ſolicited it 
for myſelf; but to that I quitted all manner of claim, 
when I took notice of yoor Landfhip's great judgment in 
the choice of thoſe you advance; fo that all, at preſent, 
my ambition aſpires to is, that your Lordſhip would be 
pleaſed to pardon this preſumption, and permit me to 
profeſs myſelf, with the moſt profound reſpect, 

Your Lordſhip's moſt humble, 
And moſt obedient ſervant, 
EDM. SMITH. 
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7 OV has a race of heroes flu the flage, 

— That rant by note, and thro' the gamut rage: = 
In ſongs and airs expreſs their martial fire, | 
Combat in trills, and in a fenuge expire ; | 
pile, lulPd by found, and undiſturb'd by <wit, | = 
Calm and ſerene you indolently ſit ; | | 
And from the dull fatigue of thinking free, a 
Hear the facetions fiddles repartee : 

Our homeſpun authors muſt for/ake the field, 
And Shakeſpeare te the ſoft Scarlatti yield. 
To your newv taſte the pact of this dau, 1 
Was by a friend advisd to form his play: = 
Had Valentini, muſically coy, | 1 
Shunn'd Phædra's arms, and ſcorn'd the proffer*d joy, | 
It had not mom d your wonder to have ſeen 

An eunuch fly from an enamour*d queen ? 14 
How world it pleaſe, ſhould ſbe in Engliſh ſpeak, © A 
And could Hippolitus reply in Grat? 

But he, a flranger to your modiſh aan, 

By your old rules muſt ftand or fall to-day ; 
And hopes you <vill your foreign taſte command, 
To bear, for once, with what you underfland. 
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| | Theſeus, King of Crete, —— Mr. Barry. 
b Hippolitus, his ſon, in love with //mena, Mr. Lewis. 
L | Lycon, miniſter of ſtate, —— Mr. Lee. 
* Cratander, captain of the guards, Mr, Aickin. 
I 
1 Phædra, Theſeus's queen, in love with 
| x Hippolitus, — —— Mrs, Barry. 
5 Tſmena, a captive princeſs, in love with 
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I Guards, Attendants. 
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PHADRA and HIPPOLITUS. 


— —— 


„ The lines diſtinguiſhed by inverted comas, * thus," are omitted in the 
Repreſentation, and thoſe printed in Italics are the additions of 


the Theatre. 
GET. 4 
Enter Cratander and Lycon. 
| Lycon. 


* ſtrange, Cratander, that the royal Phædra 
Should ſtill continue reſolute in grief, 
And obſtinately wretched : 
That one ſo gay, ſo beautiful and young, 
Of godlike virtue and imperial power, 
Should fly inviting joys, and court deſtruction. 
Crat. Is there not cauſe, when lately join'd in marriage, 
To have the king her huſband call'd to war ; 
Then for three tedious moons to mourn his abſence, 
Nor know his fate ? 
Lyc. The king may cauſe her ſorrow, 
But not by abſence : oft F've ſeen him hang 
With greedy eyes, and languiſh o'er her beauties : 
She from his wide, deceiv'd, defiring arms 
Flew taſteleſs, loathing ; whilſt dejected Theſeus, 
With mournful, loving eyes purſu'd her flight, 
And dropt a filent tear. 
Crat, Ha! this is hatred, 
This is averſion, horror, deteſtation. ' 
Why did the queen, who might have cull'd mankind, 
Why did ſhe give her perſon and her throne 
To one ſhe loath'd ? 
Lyc. Perhaps ſhe thought it juſt 
That he ſhould wear the crown his valour ſav'd. 
Crat. Could ſhe not glut his hopes with wealth and 
Reward his valour, yet reject his love? [honour ? 
2 | Why, 
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Why, when a happy mother, queen and widow, 
Why did ſhe wed old Theſeus, while his ſon, 
The brave Hippolitus, with equal youth, 
And equa Ibeauty, might have fill'd her arms ? 

Lyc. Hippolitus, (in diſtant Scythia botn, 
The warlike Amazon, Camilla's ſon) 
Till our queen's marriage, was unknown to Crete : 
And ſure the queen could wiſh him ſtill unknown ; 
She loaths, deteſts him, flies his hated preſence, 
And ſhrinks and trembles at his very name. -- 

Crat. Well may ſhe hate the prince ſhe needs muſt fear: 
He may diſpute the crown with Phædra's ſon. 
He's brave, he's fiery, youthful, and belov'd ; 
His courage charms the men, his form the women ; 
His very ſports are war. ; 

Lyc, Oh, he's all hero! ſcorns th' inglorious eaſe 
Of lazy Crete; delights to ſhine in arms, 
To wield the ſword, and launch the pointed ſpear ; 
To tame the gen'rous horſe, that, nobly wild, 
Neighs on the hills, and dares the angry lion ; 
To join the ſtruggling courſers to his chariot, 
To make their ſtubborn necks the rein obey, 
* To turn, or ſtop, or ſtretch along the plain.“ 
Now the queen's lick, there's danger in his courage— 
He muſt be cs vateb'd. 
Be ready with your guards—T tear Hippolitus, 

[Zit Crat. 
Fear him! for what? Poor, filly, virtuous wretch ! 
Affecting glory, and contemning power: 
Warm without pride, without ambition brave ; 
A ſenſeleſs hero, fit to be a tool 
To thoſe whoſe godlike fouls are turn'd for empire. 
An open, honeſt tool, that loves and hates, 
And yet more fool to own it. He hates flatterers ; 
He hates me too: weak boy, to make a foe, 
Where he might have a flave. I hate him too; 
But cringe and flatter, fawn, adore, yet hate him. 
Let the queen live or die, the prince mult fall. 
| Enter Iſmena. 

What, ſtill attending on the queen, Iſmena ? 
Oh, charming virgin! Oh, exalted virtue! 


Can ſtill your goodneſs conquer all your wrongs ? 7 
| re 
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Are you not robb'd of your Athenian crown ? 
Was not your royal father, Pallas, lain, 

And all his wretched race, by = nqu'ring Theſeus? 
And do you ſtill watch o'er his conſort, Phadra ? 
And ſtill repay ſuch cruelty with love? 

1/n, Let them be cruel that delight in miſchief : 
I'm of a ſofter mold. Poor Phædra's ſorrows 
Pierce thro? my yielding heart, and wound my ſoul, 

Lyc. Now thrice the rifing ſun has chear'd the world, 
Since ſhe renew'd her ſtrength with due refreſhment ; 
Thrice has the night brought eaſe to man, to beaſt, 
Since wretched Phædra clos'd her ſtreaming eyes: 

* She flies all reſt, all neceſſary food, 
* Refolv'd to die, nor capable to live. 

Jin. But now her grief has wrought her into frenzy; 
The images her troubled fancy forms 
Are incoherent, wild ; her words disjointed : 
Sometimes ſhe raves for muſic, light and air; 

Nor air, nor light, nor muſic calm her pains ; 
Then with extatic ftrength ſhe ſprings alott, 
And moves and bounds with vigour not her own. 

Lyc. Then life is on the wing; then moſt ſhe finks, 
When moſt ſhe ſeems reviv'd. Like boiling water, 
That foams and hiſſes o'er the crackling wood, 

And bubbles to the brim ; ev'a then moſt waſting, 
When moſt it ſwells. | 
Lein. My lord, now try your art; 
Her wild diſorder may diſcloſe the ſecret 
Her cooler ſenſe conceal'd; * the Pythian goddeſs 
* Is dumb and ſullen, till, with fury fill'd, 
«* She ſpreads, ſhe riſes, growing to the fight, 
© She ſtares, ſhe foams, ſhe raves ; the awful ſecrets 
« Burſt n. her trembling lips, and eaſe the tortur'd 
mal * 
But Phædra comes; ye 1 how pale, how weak ! 
Enter Phædra and Attendants, 

Phed. Stay, virgins, ſtay ; I'll reſt my weary ſteps. 
My ſtrength forſakes me, and my dazzled eyes 
Ake with the Ä light; my looſen'd knees 

| 


Sink under their dull weight. Support me, Lycon. 
Alas, I faint ! 
Lyc. Afford her eaſe, kind Heav'n ! * [head-? 


Phed. Why blaze theſe jewels round my wretched 
Why 
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Why all this labour'd elegance of dreſs ? 
* Why flow theſe wanton curls in artful rings ?” 
Take, ſnatch them hence. Alas! you all confpire 
To heap new forrows on my torrur'd foul : 
All, all conſpire to make your queen unhappy. 
Lady. This you requir'd, and to the pleafing taſk 
Call'd your officious maids, and urg'd their art; 
You bid them lead you from yon hideous darkneſs, 
To the glad chearing day ; yet now avoid it, 
And hate the light you ſought, 
Phed. Oh, my Lycon ! 
Oh, how I long to lay my weary head 
On tender flow'ry beds, and ſpringing graſs ! 
To ſtretch my limbs beneath the ſpreading ſhades 
Of venerable oaks ; to flake my thirſt 
With the cool nectar of refreſhing ſprings, 
Lyc. I'll ſooth her frenzy. Come, Phædra, let's away; 
Let's to the woods, and lawns, and limpid ſtreams. 
Phæd. Come, let's away; and thou, moſt bright Diana, 
Goddeſs of woods, immortal, chaſte Diana, 
* Goddeſs preſiding o'er the rapid race, 
Place me, Oh, place me in the duſty ring, 
Where youthful charioteers contend for glory ! 
See how they mount, and ſhake the flowing reins ; 
See from the goal the fiery courſers bound 
Now they ſtrain panting up the ſteepy hill, 
Now ſweep along its top, now neigh along the vale ; 
How the car rattles, how its kindling wheels 
Smoke in the whirl! the circling ſand aſcends, 
And in the noble duſt the chariot's loſt, 
Lyc. What, Madam ? 
Phed. Ah, my Lycon! Ah! what ſaid I ? 
Where was I hurry'd by my roving faney ? 
My languid eyes are wet with ſudden tears, 
And on my cheeks unbidden bluſhes glow. 
Lyc. Then bluſh; but bluſh for your deſtructive ſilence, 
That tears your ſoul, and weighs ore down to death. 
Oh, ſhould you die! (ye pow'rs forbid her death!) 
Who then would ſhield fromwrongs your helpleſs orphan ? 
He then might wander, Phædra's fon might wander, 
A naked ſuppliant, thro? the world, for aid. 
+ Then he may cry, invoke his mother's name:: * 
: | e 
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He may be doom'd to chains, to ſhame, to death,” 
While proud Hippolitus © ſhall mount his throne.” 
Phad. Oh, Heav'ns ! | 
Lyc, Ha, Phadra ! are you touch'd at this? [ſpoke ? 
Phed. Unhappy wretch ! What name was that you 
Lyc. And does his name provoke your juſt reſentments ? 
Then let it raiſe your fear, as well as wrath : 
Think how you wrong'd him, to his father wrong'd him; 
Think how you drove him hence, a wand'ring exile, 
To diſtant elimes; then think what certain vengeance 
His rage may wreak on your unhappy orphan. 
For his ſake then renew your drooping ſpirits ; 
Feed with new oil the waſting * of life, 
That winks and trembles, now, juſt now expiring : 
Make haſte, preſerve your lite, 
Phed. Alas! too long, 
Too long have I preſerv'd that guilty life. 
Lyc. Guilty! What guilt? Has blood, has horrid mur- 
Imbru'd your hands ? [der 
Phed. Alas, my hands are guiltleſs ! 
But, Oh, my heart's defil'd ! 
I're ſaid too much; forbear the reſt, my Lycon ; 
And let me die; to fave the black confeſſion. 
Lyc. Die, then, but not alone; old faithful Lycon 
Shall be a victim to your cruel ſilence. 
Will you not tell! Oh, lovely, wretched queen ! 
* By all the cares of your firſt infant years; 
By all the love, and faith, and zeal I've ſhewn you, 
Tell me your griefs, unfold your hidden ſorrows, 
And teach your Lycon how to bring you comfort. 
* Phed, What ſhall I fay, malicious, cruel pow'rs ? 
* Oh, where ſhall I begin ! Oh, cruel Venus ! 
* How fatal love has been to all our race ! 
* Lyc. Forget it, Madam; let it die in ſilence.“ 
Phed. Oh, Ariadne! Oh, unhappy ſiſter ! 
Lyc. Ceaſe to record your ſiſter's grief and ſhame. 
Phed. And ſince the cruel god of love requires it, 
J fall the laſt, and moſt undone of all. | 
Lyc. Do you then love? 
Phed. Alas! I groan beneath 
The pain, the guilt, the ſhame of impious love, 


c. Forbid it, Heaven! 
- Phead. 
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Phæd. Do not upbraid me, Lycon. 
I love — Alas, I ſhudder at the name! 
My blood runs backward, and my fault'ring tongue 
Sticks at the ſound I love—— Oh, righteous Heav'n ! 
Why was I born with ſuch a ſenſe of virtue, 
80 pr abhorrence of the ſmalleſt crime, 
And yet a ſlave to ſuch impetuous guilt ? 
Rain on me, gods, your plagues, your ſharpeſt tortures 
AMict my foul with any thing but guilt; 
And yet that guilt is mine — I'll think no more; 
I'll to the woods among the happier brutes. 
Come, let's away ; hark, the ſhrill horn reſounds ; 
The jolly huntſmen's cries rend the wide heav'ns. 
Come, o'er the hills purſue the bounding ſtag ; 
Come, chaſe rhe lion and the foamy boar ; 
Come, rouſe up all the monſters of the woed ; 
For there, ev'n there, Hippolitus will guard me. 
Lyc. Hippolitus ! 
Phed. Who's he that names Hippolitus ? 
Ah, I'm betray'd, and all my guilt diſcover'd ! 
Oh, give me poiſon, ſwords ! Dll not live, nor bear it; 
« Til ſtop my breath. 
Vn. I'm loſt ; but what's that loſs ? 
« Hippolitus is loſt, or loſt to me. 
Vet ſhould her charms prevail upon his ſoul 
* Should he be falſe, I would not wiſh him ill; 
With my laſt parting breath I'd bleſs my lord; 
© Then in ſome lonely deſert place expire, 
* Whence my unhappy death ſhall never reach him, 
* Leſt it ſhould wound his peace, or damp his joys. [A/ide,” 
Zyc. Think ſtill the ſecret in your royal breaſt ; 
For, by the awful majeſty of Jove, 
By the all-ſeeing ſun, by righteous Minos, | 
By all your kindred gods, we ſwear, Oh, Phadra ! 
Safe as our lives we'll keep the fatal ſecret. 
In. Sc. We ſwear, all ſwear, to keep it ever ſecret.” 
Phed. Keep it! from whom? Why it's already known; 
The tale, the whiſper of the babbling vulgar. 
Oh, can you keep it from yourſelves ; unknow it ? 
Or do you think I'm ſo far gone in guilt, 
That I can ſee, can bear the looks, the eyes 
Of one who knows my black deteſted crimes ; 
Of one who knows that Phædta loves her ſon ? 
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Lyc. Unhappy e ! auguſt, unhappy race! 
Oh, why did Theſeus touch this fatal ſhore ? 
Why did he ſave us from Nicander's arms, 
To bring worſe ruin oh us by his love? | 
Phed His love indeed; for that unhappy hour 
In which the prieſts join'd Theſeus' hand to mine, 
Shew'd the young Scythian to my dazzled eyes. 
Gods! how I ſhook ! what boiling heat inflam'd 
My panting breaft ! how from the touch of Theſeus 
My tlack hand dropp'd, and all the idle pomp, 
Prieſts, altars, victims, ſwam before my tight ! 
The god of Love, ev'n the whole god, poſſeſs'd me. 
Lyc. At once, at firit poſſeſs d you! 
Phed. Yes, at firſt. 
That fatal ev'ning we purſu'd the chace, 
When from behind the wood, with ruſtling ſound, 
A monſtrous boar ruſh'd forth: his baleful eyes 
+ Shot glaring fire, and his ſtiff-pointed briſtles 
* Roſe high upon his back :* at me he made, 
Whetting his tuſks, and churaing hideous foam; 
Then, then Hippolitus flew in to aid me: 
Collecting all himſelt, and rifing to the blow, 
He launch'd the whiſtling ſpear ; the well-aim'd jav'lig 
Pierc'd his tough hide, and quiver'd in his heart; 
The monſter fell, and gnaſhing with huge tuſks, 
* Plow'd up the crimſon earth.” But then Hippolitus ! 
Gods! how he mov'd and look'd, when he approach'd 
me ! 
When dot and panting from the ſavage conqueſt, 
* Dreadful as Mars, and as his Venus lovely, 
* His crimſon cheeks with purple beauties glow'd, 
* His lovely ſparkling eyes ſhot martial fires,” 
Oh, godlike torm ! Oh, extacy and tranſport ! 
My breath grew ſhore, my beating heart ſprung upward, 
And leap'd and bounded in my heaving boſom. 
Alas, I'm pleas'd ; the horrid ſtory charms me.— 
No more That night with fear and love I ficken'd, 
Oft I receiy'd his fatal charming vilits ; 
Then would he talk with ſuch an heav'nly grace, 
Look with ſuch dear compaſſion on my pains, 
1 I could wiſh to be ſo fick for ever. 
My ears, my greedy eyes, my thirſty ſoul, 
geen ey B y 7 Dranle 
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Drank gorging in the dear delicious poiſon, 


Till I was loſt, quite loſt in impious love. 

* And ſhall I drag an execrable life ? 

* And ſhall I hoard up guilt, and treaſure vengeance ? 
He. No; labour, ſtrive, ſubdue that guilt, and live. 
* Phed. Did I not labour, ſtrive, all-ſeeing pow'rs ! 

© Did I not weepand pray, implore your aid ? 

* Burn clouds 1 incenſe on your loaded altars? 

* Oh, I call'd heav'n and earth to my aſſiſtance, 

* All the ambitious thirſt of fame and empire, 

© And all the honeſt pride of conſcious virtue: 

© I ſtruggled, rav'd ; the new-born paſſion reign'd 

* Almighty in its birth.“ 
Lyc. Did you Cer try 

To gain his love? 
Phæd. Avert ſuch crimes, ye pow'rs ! 

No; to avoid his love I ſought his hatred : 

© I wrong'd him, ſhunn'd him, baniſh'd him from Crete ; 

© I ſent him, drove him, from my longing fight : 

© In vain I drove him, for his tyrant form 

< Reign'din my heart, and dwelt before my eyes. 

© If to the gods I pray'd, the very vows 

I made to heav'n were by my erring tongue 

© Spoke to Hippolitus. If I try'd to ſleep, 

Straight to my drowſy eyes my reſtleſs fancy 

£ Brought back his fatal form, and curs'd my ilumber. ' 
s Lyc. Firſt let me try to melt him into love.“ 
Phed. No; did his hapleſs paſſion equal mine, 

I would refuſe the bliſs I moſt defir'd, 

Cogſult my fame, and ſacrifice my life. 

Yes, I would die, heav'n knows, this very mcment, 

Rather than wrong my lord, my huſband Theſeus. 
Lyc. Perhaps that lord, that huſband is no more ; 

He went from Crete in haſte, his army thin, 

To meet the numerous troops of fierce Moloſſians; 

Yet though he lives, while ebbing life decays, 

Think on your ſon. 
Phaed. Alas, that ſhocks me. 

Oh, let me ſee my young one, let me ſnatch 

A haſty farewel, a laſt dying kiſs, 

Yet ſtay ; his fight will melt my juſt reſolves : 

But, Oh, I beg with my laſt ſallying breath, 

Cheriſh my babe. Enter 
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Enter Meſſenger. 
M:/. Madam, I grieve to tell you 
What you muſt know : your royal huſband's dead. 
Phed. Dead! Oh, ye pow'rs ! 
Lyc. Oh, fortunate event 
Then earth-born Lycon may aſcend the throne, 
Leave to his happy ſon the crown of Jove, 
And be ador'd like him. Be huſh d my joys. [ Afede. 
* Mourn, mourn, ye Cretans ; | 
Since he is dead whoſe valour ſav'd your iſle, 
© Whoſe prudent care with flowing plenty crown'd 
His peaceful ſubjects ; as your tow'ring Ida, 
With ſpreading oaks, and with deſcending ſtreams, 
* Shades and enriches all the plains below,” 
Say how he dy'd. 
Mz. He dy'd as Theſeus ought, 
In battle dy'd : Philotas, now a priſoner, 
That ruſhing on fought next his royal perſon, 
That ſaw his thund'ring arm beat ſquadrons down, 
Saw the great rival of Alcides fall, 
Theſe eyes beheld his well-known ſteed, beheld 
A proud barbarian glitt'ring in his arms, 
Encumber d with the ſpoil, [Exits 
Phed. Is he then dead? 
Is my much-injur'd lord, my Theſeus, dead ? 
And don't I ſhed one tear upon his urn ? 
What ! not a figh, a groan, a ſoft complaint ? 
Ah, theſe are tributes due from pious brides, 
From a chaſte matron, and a virtuous wite : 
But ſavage love, the tyrant of my heart, 
Claims all my ſorrows, and uſurps my grief. 
Lyc. Diſmiſs that grief, and give a looſe to joy: 
He's dead, the bar of all your bliſs is dead ; 
Live then, my queen, forget the wrinkled Theſeus, 
And take the youthful hero to your arms. 
* Phed. I dare not now admit of ſuch a thought, 
* And bleſs'd be heav'n that ſteel'd my ſtubborn heart; 
* That made me ſhun the bridal bed of Theſeus, 
And give him empire, but refuſe him love. 
He. Then may his happier ſon be bleſt with both; 
* Then rouze your ſoul, and muſter all your charms, 
B 2 « Soothe 
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* Soothe his ambitious mind with thirſt of empire, 
* Andall his tender thoughts with ſoft allurements.” 
Phed. But ſhou'd the youth refuſe my proffer'd love 
Oh, ſhould he throw me from his loathing arms ! 
I fear the trial; for I know Hippolitus 
Fierce in the right, and obſtinately good: 
When round beſet, his virtue like a flood, 
* Breaks with reſiſtleſs force th* oppoſing dams, 
And bears the mounds along; they're hurry'd on, 
And ſwell the torrent they were x to ſtop.” 
I dare not yet reſolve ; I'll try to hve, 
And to the awful gods Fl leave the reſt. 
Luc. Madam, your fignet, that your flare may order 
What's moſt expedient for your royal fervice. 
Phed. Take it, and with it take the fate of Phadra. 
And thou, Oh, Venus! aid a ſuppliant queen, 
That owns thy triumphs, and-adores thy pow'r : 
Oh, ſpare thy captives, and ſubdue thy foes ! 
On this cold Scythian let thy pow'r be known, 
And in a lover's cauſe aſſert thy own : 
Then Crete as Paphos ſhall adore thy ſhrine ; 
* This nurſe of Jove with grateful fires thall ſnine, | 
And with thy father's flames ſhall worſhip thine.” 
f Exennt Phad. &c. 
Luc. [Solus.} If ſhe propoſes love, why then as ſurely 
His haughty ſoul refuſes it with ſcorn.— | 
Say I confine him !—If ſhe dies he's ſafe ; 
And if ſhe lives, I'll work her raging mind. 
A woman icorn'd, with cafe Ill work to vengeance : 
With humble, wiſe, obſequious fawning arts 
I' rule the whirl and tranſport of her foul ; 
That when her reaſon hates, her rage may act. 
When barks glide flowly through the lazy main, 
The baffled pilots turn the helms in vain ; 
When driv'n by winds they cut the foamy way, 


The rudders govern, and the ſhips obey. 
Exp of the Fixsr Aer. 
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AGF 23 
To Phadra and Lycon, enter Meſſenger. 


MEs$ENGER., 
ADAM, the prince Hippolitus attends, 
Phed. Admit him. Where, where, Phædra's 
now thy ſoul ! 
What—ſhall I ſpeak ? And ſhall my guilty tongue 
Let this inſulting victor know his pow'r ? 
Or ſhall I till confine within my breaſt 
My reſtleſs paſſions and devouring flames? 
But ſee, he comes, the lovely tyrant comes, 
He ruſhes on me like a blaze of light; 
I cannot bear the tranſport of his preſence, 
But fink oppreſs'd with woe. [ Sr. 
Enter Hippolitus. | 
Hip. Immortal gods! | 
What have I done to raiſe ſuch ſtrange abhorrence ? 
What have I done to ſhake her ſhrinking nature 
With my approach, and kill her with my fight ? 
Lyc. Alas, another griet devours her foul, 
And only your aſſiſtance can relieve her. 
Hip. Ha! make it known, that I nay fly and aid her. 
L.yc.* But promiſe firſt, my lord, to keep it ſecret. 
Hip. Promiſe! I ſwear, on this good ſword I ſwear, 
This ſword, which firſt gain'd youthful Theſeus honour ! 
Which oft has puniſh'd perjury and falſhood ; 
By thund'ring Jove, by Grecian Hercules, 
© By the majeſtic form of godlike heroes, 
© That ſhine around, and conſecrate the ſteel ;” 
No racks, no ſhame, ſhall ever force it from me. 
Phed. Hippoluus- | | 
Hip. Ves, tis that wretch, whe begs you to diſmiſs 
That hated object from your eyes for ever. 
Begs leave to march againſt the foes of Theſeus, 
And to revenge or {hare has father's fate. 
Phed. Oh, Hippolitus ! 
I own I've wrong'd you, moſt unjuſtly wrong'd you; 
Drove you from court, from Crete, and from your father: 
The court, all Crete, deplor'd their ſuffering hero, 
Aud I (the ſad occaſion) moſt of all, 
B 3 ' Yet 
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Yet could you know relenting Phædra's ſoul ! 
Oh, could you think with what reluctant grief 
I wrong'd the hero whom I wiſh'd to cheriſh ! 
Oh, you'd confeſs me wretched, not unkind, 
And own thoſe ills did moſt deſerve your pity, 
Which moſt procur'd your hate, 

Hip. My hate to Phzdra ! 

Ha! cou'd I hate the royal ſpouſe of Theſeus, 
My queen, my mother ? 

Phed. Why your queen and mother? 
More humble ties would ſuit my loſt condition, 
Alas, the iron hand of death is on me, 

And I have only time t'implore your pardon. 
Ah, would my lord forget injurious Phædra, 
And with compaſſion view her helpleſs orphan ! 
Would he receive bim to his dear protection, . 
Defend his youth from all encroaching foes ! 

Hip. Oh, I'll defend him! with my life defend bim! 
Heav'n dart your judgment on this faithlefs head, 

If I don't pay him all a flave's obedience, 
And all a father's love. 

Phæd. A father's love! 

Oh, doubtful ſounds ! Oh, vain deceitfal hopes ! 

My griet's much eas'd by this tranſcending goodneſs, 
And Theſeus? death fits lighter on my foul. _ 

Death ! he's not dead ; he lives, he breathes, he ſpeaks ; 
He lives in you, he's preſent to my eyes; 

I ſee him, ſpeak to him. My heart! I rave, 

And all my folly's known. | 

Hip. Oh, glorious folly ! 

See, Theſeus, ſee, how much your Phædra lov'd you. 

Phæd. Love him, indeed! dote, languiſh, die for him. 
Forſake my food, my ſleep, all joys for Theſeus; 

© (But not that hoary venerable Theſeus)” 
But Theſeus, as he was when mantling blood 
Glow'd in his lovely cheeks ; when his bright eyes 
* Sparkled with youthful fires ;* when ev'ry grace 
Shone in the father, which now crowns the ſon : 
When Theſeus was Hippolitus. | 
Hip, Ha! amazement ſtrikes me: 
Where will this end ? 
He. Is't difficult to gueſs ? 
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Nees not her flying paleneſs, * that but now 
dat cold and languid in her fading cheek, 
(Where now ſucceeds a momentary luſtre) 
Does not her beating heart,” her trembling limbs, 
Her wiſhing looks, her ſpeech, her preſent filence, 
All, all proclaim imperial Phædra loves you? 
Hip. What do I hear? What, does no lightning flaſh, 
No thunder bellow, when ſuch monſtrous crimes 
Are own'd, avow'd, conteſt ? All-ſeeing ſun ! 
Hide, hide in ſhameful night thy beamy head, 
And ceaſe to view the horrors of thy race. 
Alas, I ſhare th' amazing guilt; theſe eyes, 
That firſt inſpir'd the black inceſtuous > 
Theſe ears, that heard the tale of impious love, 
Are all accurs'd, and all deſerve your thunder. 
Phed. Alas, my lord! believe me not fo vile. 
No; „by thy goddeſs, by the chaſte Diana, 
None but my firſt, my much lov'd lord Arſamnes, 
Was eber receiv'd in theſe unhappy arms.” 
No; for the love of thee, of thoſe dear charms, 
Which now I fee are doom'd to be my ruin, 
I (Hil deny'd my lord, my huſband Theſeus, 
Ihe chaſte, the modeſt joys of ſpotleſs marriage; 
That drove him hence to war, to ſtormy ſeas, 
To rocks and waves, leſs cruel than his Phadra. 
Hip. It that drove Theſeus bence, then that kill @ 
Theſeus, 
And cruel Phædra kill'd her huſband Theſeus. 
Phæd. Forbear, raſh youth, nor dare to rouſe my ven- 
geance; | 
Provoke me not; nor tempt my ſwelling rage 
With black reproaches, fcorn, and provocation, 
To do a deed my reaſon would abhor. 
Long has the ſecret ſtruggled in my breaſt, 
Long has it rack'd and rent my tortur'd boſom ; 
But now tis out. Shame, rage, confuſion tear 
And drive me on to act unheard-of crimes ; 
To murder thee, myſelf, and all that know it, 
As when convullions cleave the lab'ring earth, 
Before the diſmal yawn appears, the ground 
Trembles and heaves, the nodding houſes craſh ; 
He's ſafe, who from the dreadful warning flies, 
But he that ſees its opening baſom dies. 3 
9. 
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Hip. Then let me take the warning and retire ; 
Fd rather truſt the rough Ionian waves, 
Than woman's fiercer rage. 
* [Imena /hews berſelf, I;fening,” 
Lyc. Alas, my lord! 
You muſt not leave the queen to her deſpair. 
Hip. Muſt not! from thee ? from that vile upſtart 
Lycon ! 

Lyc. Yes; from that Lycon who derives his greatneſs 
From Phædra's race, and now would guard her life. 
Then, Sir, forbear : view here this royal fignet, 

And in her faithful ſlave obey the queen. 

[ Enter Guards and Cratander. 
Guards, watch the prince, but at that awful diſtance, 
With that reſpe&, it may not ſeem confinement, 
But only meant for honour, 

* So, confinement is | 

The honour Crete beſtows on Theſeus' ſon, 

Am I confin'd ? and is't ſo ſoon forgot, 

When fierce Procruſtesꝰ arms o'er-ran your kingdom? 
When your ſtreets echo'd with the cries of orphans, 
Your ſhricking maids clung round the hallow'd ſhrines, 
When all your palaces and lofty towers 

Smoak'd on the earth, when the red ſky around 
Glow'd with your city's flames (a dreadful luſtre :) 
Then, then my father flew to your aſſi ſtance; 

Then Theſeus ſav'd your lives, eſtates, and honours. 
And do you thus reward the hero's toil ? 

And do you now confine the hero's ſon ? 

Loc. Take not an eaſy ſhort confinement ill, 
Which your own ſafety and the queen's requires. 
Nor harbour fear of one that joys to ſerve you. 

Hip. Oh, I diſdain thee, traitor, but not tear thee ; 
Nor will I hear of ſervices from Lycon. 

Thy very looks are lies, eternal falſhood 

Smiles in thy looks, and flatters in thy ey es: 

Ev'n in thy humble face I read my ruin, 

In ev'ry cringing bow and fawning ſmile. 

Why elſe d'ye whiſper out your dark ſuſpicions ? 

Why with malignant elogies encreaſe 

The people's fears, and praiſe me to my ruin ? 

Why through the troubled ſtreets of friglited Gnoſſus * 
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Do bucklers, helms, and poliſh'd armour blaze? 
Why founds the dreadful din of inſtant war, 
Whilſt fill the foe's unknown? 
Lyc. Then quit thy arts ; 
Put off the ſtateſman, and reſume the judge. [Alle. 
'Fhou Proteus, ſhift thy various forms no more, 
But boldly own the god. That foe's too near. 
The queen's diſeaſe, and your aſpiring mind, 
Diſturb all Crete, and give a looſe to war. 
Hip. Gods ! dares he ſpeak thus to a monarch's ſon, 
And muſt this earth-horn flave command in Crete? 
Was it for this my godlike father fought ? 
Did Theſeus bleed &e Lycon ? Oh, ye Cretans, 
See there your king, the ſuceeſſor of Minos, 
And heir of Jove. 
Lyc. You may as well provoke , 
That Joye you worſhip, as this ſlave you fcorh, 
Go ſeize Almæon, Nicias, and all 
The black abettors of this impious treaſon. | 
[Exit a Soldier. 
Now o'er thy head th' avenging thunder rolls; 
For know on me depends thy inſtant doom. 
Then learn, proud prince, to bend thy haughty ſoul, 
And, if thou think'ſt of life, obey the queen. 
Hip. Then free from fear or guilt I'll wait my doom. 
Whate'er's my fault, no ſtain ſhall blot my glory. 
I'll guard my honour, you diſpoſe my life. 
Lyc. Be it /o; Cratander, follow wes 
[ Exeunt Lyc. and Crate 
Hip. Since he dares brave my rage, the danger's near. 
The timorous hounds that hunt the generous lion 
Bay afar off, and tremble in purſuit ; 
But when he ſtruggles in th' entangling toils, 
Inſult the dying prey. | | 
Enter Iſmena and Lady, 
* Tis kindly done, Iſmena, 
With all your charms to viſit my diftreſs ; 
* Soften my chains, and make confinement eaſy.” 
Oh, Iſmena, is it then giv'n me to behold thy beauties ! 
* Thoſe bluſhing ſweets, thoſe lovely loving eyes 
To preſs, to ſtrain thee to my beating heart, ha 
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And grow thus to my love ! What's liberty to this ? 
What's fame or greatneſs ? take em, take em, Phædra, 
Freedom and fame, and in the dear confinement 
Encloſe me thus for ever. 

1m. Oh, Hippolitus ! 
Oh, I could ever dwell in this confinement ! 
Nor wiſh for aught while I behold my lord : 
But yet that wiſh, that only wiſh is vain, 
When my hard fate thus forces me to beg you, 
Drive from your godlike ſoul a wretched maid : 
Take to your arms (affiſt me, heav'n, to ſpeak it) 
Take to your arms imperial Phzdra, 
And think of me no more. 

Hip. Not think of thee ? 
What, part! for ever part? Unkind Iſmena ! 
Oh, can you think that death is half ſo dreadful, 
As it would be to live, and live without thee ? 
Say, ſhould I quit thee, ſhould I turn to Phædra, 
Say, couldſ thou bear it? Could thy tender ſoul 
Endure the torment of deſpairing love, 
And ſee me ſettled in a rival's arms? 

1m. Think not of me : perhaps my equal mind 
May learn to bear the fate the gods allot me. 
Yet would you hear me ; * could your lov'd Iſmena 
With all her charms o'er-rule your ſullen honour,” 
You yet might live, nor leave the poor Iſmena. 

Hip. Speak: if I can, I'm ready to obey. 

1/m. Give the queen hopes. 

Hip. No more—my ſoul diſdains it. 
No; ſhould I try, my haughty ſoul would ſwell, 
Sharpen each word, and threaten in my eyes. 
Oh, ſhould I ſtoop to cringe, to lie, forſwear ? 
Deſerve the ruin which TI ſtrive to ſhun? 

Vin. Oh, I can't bear this cold contempt of death! 
This rigid virtue, that prefers your glory 
To liberty or life. Oh, eruel man 
* By theſe ſad ſighs, by theſe poor ſtreaming eyes, 
© By that dear love that makes us now unhappy, 
© By the near danger of that precious life, 
* Heav'n knows I value much above my own. 
What! not yet moy'd ?? Are you reſoly'd on _ 4 

| nen, 
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Then, ere tis night, I ſwear by all the pow'rs, 
This ſteel ſhall end my fears and life together. 

* Hip. You ſhan't be cruſted with a life ſo precious. 
No; to the court I'll publiſh your deſign : 
«* Ev'n — Lycon will prevent your — 

* Lycoh ſhall wrench the dagger — your boſom, 
And raving Phædra will preſerve Iſmena. 

Jin. Phædra! come on, I'll lead you on to Phædra: 

« Pll tell her all the ſecrets of our love; 

Give to her rage her cloſe deſtructive rival: 

© Her rival ſure will fall; her love may fave you, 
Come, ſee me labour in the pangs of death, 
My agonizing limbs, my dying eyes, 

« Dying, yet fix'd in death on my Hippolitus.” 

Hip. * What's your defign ?* Ye pow'rs! what means 

my love ? 

Im. She means to lead you in the road of fate ; 

She means to die with one ſhe can't preſerve. 

Yet when you ſee me pale upon the earth, 

This once-lov'd form grown horrible in death, 

Sure your relenting ſoul would wiſh you'd ſav'd me. 

Hip. Oh, I'll do all, do any thing to fave you; 
Give up my fame, and all my darling honour : 

* Pllrun, I'II fly; what you'll command I'll fay.” 
T yicld, Jena. What would you have me do ? 
1/m. Say what occaſion, chance, or Heav'n inſpires ; 
Say that you love her, that you lov'd her long ; 
Say that you'll wed her, ſay that you'll comply; 
Say, to preſerve your life, ſay any thing. 
Bleſs him, ye pow'rs! and if it be a crime ¶ Eæi Hip. 
Oh, if the pious fraud offend your juſtice, 
Aim all your vengeance on Iſmena's head; 
Puniſh Iſmena, but forgive Hippolitus. 
* He's gone, and now my brave reſolves are ſtagger'd ; 
Now I repent, like ſome deſpairing wretch 
That boldly plunges in the frightful deep, 
© That pants, and ſtruggles with the whirling waves, 
And catches ev*ry flender reed to fave him. 
Lady. But ſhould he do what your commands en- 
join'd him, 
Say, ſhould he wed her ? 


Vn. Should he wed the queen? 
I Oh, 
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Oh, I'd remember that twas my requeſt, 

And die well pleas'd I made the hero happy. 
Lady. Die! does Iſmena then reſolve to die? 
In. Can I then live? can I, wholov'd fo well, 

To part with all my bliſs to fave my lover? 

Oh, can I drag a wretched life without him, 

And ſee another revel in his arms? | 

Oh, 'tis in death alone I can have comfort! 

Enter Lycon. 
Lyc. What a reverſe is this? Perfidious boy, 

Ts this thy truth? is this thy boaſted honour ? 

Then all are rogues alike: i never thought 

But one man honeſt, and that one deceives me. Ae. 

Iſmena here? 
Iſmena. Now, my Lord, is the queen's rage abated ? 

How is — aiſdos d? 

Lyc. Happily. 4 

All's chang d to love aud harmony, my fair. 

« *Tis all agreed, and now the prince is ſafe 

From the ſure vengeance of deſpairing love; 

Now Phædra's rage is chang'd to ſoft endearments : 

She doats, ſhe dies; and few, but tedious days, 

With endleſs joys will crown the happy pair. 
1/mn. Does he then wed the ar 
Lyc. At leaſt I think fo. 

I, when the prince approach'd, not far retir'd, 

Pale with my doubts : he ſpoke ; th' attentive queen 

Dwelt on his accents, and her gloomy eyes 

Sparkled with gentler fires ; he bluſhing bow'd ; 

She, trembling, loſt in love, with ſoft confufion 

Receiv'd his paſſion, and retyrn'd her own. 

Then ſmiling turn'd to me, and bade me order 

The pompous rites of her enſuing nuptials, 

Which I muſt now purſue. Farewel, Iſmena. Za 
im. Then I'll retire, and not diſturb their joys. 
Lady. Stay and learn more. | 
Lon. Ah! wherefore ſhould Tay ? 

What! ſhall I ſtay to rave, Cupbraid, to held him? 

To ſnatch the ſtruggling charmer from her arms ? 

For could you think that open gen'rous youth 

Could with feign'd love deceive a jealous woman ? 


p Could he fo ſoon grow artful in diſſembling? 


« Ab, 
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« Ah, without doubt his thoughts inſpir'd his tongue, 
And all his ſoul receiv'd a real love. 
© Perhaps new graces darted from her eyes, 
« Perhaps ſoft pity charm'd his yielding ſoul, 
« Perhaps her love, perhaps her kingdom, charm'd him ; 
« Perhaps—alas, how many things might charm him! 
Lady. Wait the ſucceſs : it is not yet decided. 
In. Not yet decided! did not Lycon tell us 
© How he proteſted, ſigh'd, and look'd, and vow'd ? 
Ho the ſoft paſſion anguiſh'd in his eyes? 
Ay, no, he loves, he doats on Phædra's charms. 
Now, now he claſps her to his panting breaſt, 
© Now he devours her with his eager eyes,” 
Now graſps her hands, and now he looks, and vows 
The dear falſe things that charm'd the poor Iſmena. 
He comes; be ſill, my heart; the tyrant comes, 
Charming.though falſe, and lovely in his guilt. 
| Enter Hippolitus. | 
Hip. Why hangs that cloudy ſorrow on your brow ? 
Why do you figh ? Why flow your ſwelling eyes ? 
Thoſe eyes that us'd with joy to view Hippolitus. 
1/n.' My lord, my ſoul is charm'd with your ſucceſs. 
You know, my lord, my fears are but for you, 
For your dear life; and fince my death alone 
Can make you ſaſe, that ſoon ſhall make me happy. 
vet had you broughtleſs love to Phædra's arms, 
My ſoul bad parted with a leſs regret, 
* Bleſt if ſurviving in your dear remembrance.” 
Hip. Your death ! * my love! my marriage! and to 
Phedra !” 
Hear me, Iſmena. 
//m. No, I dare not hear you. 
But though you've been thus cruelly unkind, 
Though you have left me for the royal Phædra, 
Vet ſtill my ſoul o'er-runs with fondneſs tow'rds you; 
Vet ſtill I die with joy to fave Hippolitus. 
Hip. Die to ſave me ! could I outlive Iſmena ? 
{/m. Yes, you'd outlive her in your Phædra's arms, 
And may you there find ev'ry blooming pleaſure ! 
Oh, may the gods ſhow'r bleſſings ou thy head! 
* May the gods crown thy glorious arms with conqueſt, 
And all thy peaceful days with ſure repoſe !? 
C May ſt 
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May'ſt thou'be bleſt with lovely Phzdra's charms, 
And for thy eaſe forget the loſt Iſmena ! 
* Farewel, Hippolitas.” 
Hip. Iſmena, ſtay, - 
Stay, hear me fpeak; or by th” infernal powers 
I'll not ſurvive the minute you depart. 
Vn. What would you ſay ? ah! don't 'deceive my 
weakne fs. 
Hip. Deceive thee! why, Iſmena, do you wrong me ? 
Why doubt my faith ? Oh, lovely, cruel maid ! 
Why wound my tender foul with harſh ſuſpicion ? 
Oh, by thoſe e I eyes, by thy dear love, 
I neither thought nor ſpoke, defign'd nor promis'd, 
To love, or wed the queen. J 
1/n. Speak on, my lord, a 
My honelt ſoul inclines me to believe thee ; 
And much I fear, and much I hope I've wrong'd thee. 
Hip. Then thus. I came and ſpake, but ſcarce of love; 
The eaſy queen receiv'd my faint addrefs 
With eager hope and unſuſpicious faith, 
Lycon, with ſeeming joy, diſmiſs'd my guards: 
My gen'rous ſoul ditdain'd the mean Act, 
But ſtill deceiv'd her to obey Iſmena. 
Vn. Art thou then true? Thou art. Oh, pardon me? 
Pardon the errors of a ſilly maid, 
Wild with her fears, and mad with jealouſy; 
For ſtill that fear, that jealouſy was love. 
Haſte then, my lord, and fave yburſelf by flight; 
And when your abſent, when your godlike form 
Shall ceaſe to chear forlorn Iſmena's eyes, 
© Then let each day, each hour, each minute, bring 
© Some kind remembrance of your conſtant love; 
Speak of your health, your fortune, and your friends, 
(For ſure thoſe friends ſhall have my tender'ſt wiſhes) 
Speak much of all; but of thy dear, dear love, 
« Speak much, ſpeak very much, but ſtill ſpeak on.” 
Hip. Oh, thy dear love ſhall ever be-my theme ; 
Of that alone T1! talk the live-long day; 
But thus I'll talk, thus dwelling in thy eyes, 
Taſting the odours of thy fragant boſom. 
Come then, to crown me with immortal joys, 
Come, be the kind companion of my flight, 
IE OY I Come, 
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Come, haſte with me to leave this fatal ſhore. 

The bark before prepar d for my departure 

Expects its freight ; an hundred luſty rowers 

Have wav'd their ſinewy arms, and call Hippolitus; 
The looſen'd canvas trembles with, the . 

And the ſea wWhitens with auſpicious gales. 

n. Fly, then, my lord ; and may the gods protect 
Fly, ere inſidious 22 work thy ruin; [thee 5. 
Fly, ere my fondneſs take thy hte away; 

Fly from the queen. 
Hip. But not from my Iſmena. 
V ny do you force me from your heav'nly fight, 
With thoſe dear arms that ought to claſp me to thee ? 
In. Oh, I could xave for ever at my fate! 
And with alternate love and fear poſſaſs d, ([ breaſt, 
Now force thee-fram my arms, now ſuutch. thee to mx 
And tremble till au ga, but die till you return, 
Nay, I could go. Ve gods, if I ſhonld go, 
What would tame ſa; it 1 ſhould fly alone 
With a young, lovely prince, that charm 'd oy wuls FR 
* Hip., Say you did well to fly a certain ruin, 
* To'fly the fury aß a queen incens d, 
* To crown with endleſs joys the youth that lov'd you. 
Oh, by the joys aur mutual loves have braught, 
* By ho bleſs'd hours I've languiſh'd at your feet, 
By all the love you ever bore Mppolitus, 
Come, fly from hence, and make him ever bapp 77 
* I/m. Hide me, ye pow'rs ! I never ſhall ref 
Hip. Will you refuſe me? Can I leave behind me 
All that inſpixes my ſoul, and chears my eyes? 
* Will you not go? Then here I'll wait my doom. 1 
Come, raving Phædra, bloody 2 come; 
* I offer to your rage this worthleſs life | 
Since 'tis no longer my Iſmenaꝰs care.” fa Val 
V. Oh, baile away, my lord! I go, I fly 1 * 
Throꝰ all the dangers of the boiſt rous deep. 97g? 
When the wingd/whiſllesthro! the crackling ee hy i | 
When thro? the yauning ſhip the foaming/ fea | 3 
Rowls bubbling in then, then, I'Il claſp thee faſt, - nn 


** 
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And in tranſporting lo va forget my fear. = 
Oh, I wilk wander thro? the Scythian gloom, *% = 
O'er ice and hills.of endet bon 1 &; = 

There, 1 
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There, when the horrid darkneſs ſhall incloſe us, 
When the bleak wind ſhall chill my ſhiv'ring limbs, 
Thou ſhalt alone ſupply the diſtant ſun, 
And chear my gazing eyes, and warm my heart. 
Hip. Come, let's away; and, like another Jaſon, 
I'll bear my beauteous conqueſt thro? the ſeas : 
A greater treaſure, and a nobler prize, 
Than he from Colchos bore, Sleep, ſleep in peace 
Ye monſters of the woods, on Ida's top 
Securely roam ; no more my early horn 
Shall wake the lazy day. Tranſporting love 
Reigns in my heart, and makes me all its own. 
So, when bright Venus yielded up her charms, 
The bleſs'd Adonis languiſh'd in her arms; 
His idle born on fragrant myrtles hung, 
His arrows ſcatter'd, and his bow unſtrung : 
Obſcure 1n coverts lie his dreaming hounds, 
And bay the'fancy'd boar with feeble ſounds ; 
For nobler ſports he quits the ſavage fields, 
And all the hero to the lover yields, 
[ Exeunt. 
Exp of the SzconD Acr. 


ACT III. 
Enter Lycon and Guards. 


51 H Lycov, 
EAv'N is at laſt appeas'd: the pitying gods 
Have heard our wiſhes, and auſpicious ſove 
Smiles on his native iſle; for Phædra lives, 
Reſtor'd to Crete, and to herſelf, ſhe lives : - 
Joy with freſh ſtrength inſpires her drooping limbs, 
6 — her charms, and o' er her faded cheeks 
Spreads a freſh” roſy bloom: * as kindly ſprings 
With genial heat renew the frozen earth, 
And paints its ſmiling face with gaudy flow'rs. 
But ſhe comes, the beauteous Phædra comes. 
Enter Phædra and four Ladies. 
How her eyes ſparkle ! how their radiant beams 
* Confeſs their ſhining anceſtor the fun !? 


Your 
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Your charms to-day will wound deſpairing crowds, 
And give the pains you ſuffer'd : nay, Hippolitus, 
The fierce, the brave, th” inſenſible Hippolitus, 
Shall pay a . pe td your beauty, 
And in his turn adore. god ! 

Phæd. Tis ftatt'ry all. | | 
Yet, when you name the prince, that flatt'ry's-pleafing, - 
You wiſh it fo, poor good old man, you with it. +8 
The fertile province of Cydonia's thine. 

Is there aughtelſe ? Has happy Phædra aught 

In the wide circle of her far-ſtretch'd empire * 

Aſk, take, my friend, ſecure of no repulſo. 

Let ſpacious Crete, thro' all her hundred cities, 

Reſound her Phadra's jay. Let altars ſmoke, 

And richeſt gums, and ſpice, and incenſe rall 

Their fragrant wreaths tu Heay'n, to pitying Heav'n, 

Wich gives Hippolitus to Phædra's arms. 6 

get all at large, and bid the laathſome dun 

Give up the meagre ſlaves chat pine in darkneſs, , 

And waſte in griet; as did deſpairing Phædra: 

* Let them be chear'd, let the Marv priſoners riot, 

And glow with gen'rous wine.” Let ſorrow ceaſe: 

Let none be wretched, none, fince Phedra's happy. 

* But now he comes, and with an equal paſſion 

Rewards my flame, and ſprings into my arms! 
Enter er. 

Say, where's the prince? ! 

Me. He's no where to be found. 

Phed. Perhaps he hunts. 

Mefſ. He hunted not to-day. 


Phed. Ha! have you ſearch'd the walks, the courts, . 


Meſſ. Search'd all in vain, 


[the temples ? 
Phged. Did he not hunt to-day ? 


Alas, you told me once before he did not [Exit Me. 


My heart miſgives me. 

Lyc. * So, indeed, doth mine.“ 
Then my flarswrre true, 

Phaæd. Could he deceive me? Could that godlike youth 
Deſign the ruin of a queen that loves ? 
Oh, he's all truth! his words, his looks, his eyes, 
Open to view his inmoſt thoughts. He comes politus? 
Ha! who art thou? Whence com'ſt thou? Where's Hip- 

C 3 Enter 
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9 295 Enter Meſſenger. 
Me. Madam, Hippolitus, with fair Iſmena, 
Drove tow'rd the port. 
Phed. With fair Iſmena 
© Curs'd be her cruel beauty, curs'd her charms, 
Curs'd all her ſoothing, fatal, falſe endearments. 
That heav'nly virgin, that exalted goodneſs, 
Could fee me tortur'd with deſpairing love; 
With artful tears could moutn my monſtrous ſuff rings, 
* While her baſe malice plotted my deſtruction.” 
Lyc. A thouſand reafons crowd upon my ſoul, 
That evidence their love. 
* Phad, Yes, yes, they love; | 
Why elſe ſhould he refuſe my proffer'd bed? 
Why ſhould one warm'dwith youth, and thirſt of glory, 
Niſdain a foul, a form, a crown like mine ? 
He.“ Where, Lycon, where was then thy boaſted 
Dull, thoughtleſs wretch ! {cunning ? 
PRO 00G pains unfelt before L 
The grief, deſpair, the agonies, an 
All che wild "3% of di ſtracted love, aug 
Are nought to this Say, famous politician, 
Where, when, and how did their firſt paſſion riſe ? 
Where did they breathe their fighs ? What ſhady groves, 
What gloomy woods, conceal'd their hidden loves ? 
Alas, they hid it not! the well-pleas'd ſun, 
With all his beams ſurvey'd their guiltleſs flame; 
Glad zephyrs wafted their untainted fighs, 
And Ida echo'd their endearing accents. 
While I, the ſhame of nature, hid in darkneſs, 
Far from the balmy air, and cheering light, 
Preſs'd down my ſighs, and dry'd my falling tears, 
Search'd a retreat to mourn, and watch'd to grieve. 
Lyc, Now ceaſe that grief, and let your injur'd love 
Contrive due vengeance; let majeſtic Phædra, 
That lov'd the hero, ſacrifice the villain. 
Then haſte, ſend forth your miniſters of vengeance, 
To ſnatch the traitor from your rival's arms, 
And force him, trembling, to your awful preſence, x 
Ped. Oh, rightly thought !—Diſpatch th' attending 
Bid them bring forth their inſtruments of death; 1 
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Darts, engines, flames, and launch into the deep, 
And hurl ſwift vengeance on the perjur'd ſlave. 
[Exit Meſſenger. 
Where am I, gods? What is't my rage commands ? 
Ev'n now he's gone ; ev'n now the well-tim'd oars 
With ſounding ſtrokes divide the ſparkling waves, 
And happy gales aſſiſt their ſpeedy flight. 
Nou they embrace, and ardent love enflames 
© Their fluſhing cheeks, and trembles in their eyes. 
Now they expoſe my weakneſs and my crimes ; 
No to the {porung croud they tell my follies.” 
nter Cratander. | 

Crat. Sir, as I went to ſeize the perſons order'd. 

I met the prince, and with him fair Iſmena; 
I ſeiz'd the prince, who now attends without. 

Phed. Haſte, bring him in. 

Lyc. Be quick, and ſeize Iſmena. [Exit Cratander, 

nter Hippolitus, <vith fvo Guards. 

Phæd. Couldſt thou deceive me? Could a ſon of The- 
Stoop to ſo mean, ſo baſe a vice as fraud ; [ ſeus- 
Nay, act ſuch monſtrous perfidy, yet ſtart 
From promis'd love? 

Hip. My ſoul diſdain'd a promiſe, 

Phed. But yet your falſe equivocating tongue, 

Your looks, your eyes, your ev'ry motion promis d. 
But you are ripe in frauds, and learn'd in falſhoods, 
Look down, Oh, Theſeus ! and behold thy ſon, 

* As Scion faithleſs, as Procruſtes cruel. 

* Behold the crimes, the tyrants, all the monſters, 

* From which thy valour purg'd the groaning earth, 
* Behold them all in thy own ſon reviv'd. 

Hip. Touch not my glory, leſt you ſtain your own. 
© I ſtill have ſtrove to make my glorious father 
* Bluſh, yet rejoice to ſee himſelf outdone ; 

Jo mix my parents in my lineal virtues, 
As Theſeus juſt, and as Camilla chaſte. 

* Phed. I he godlike Theſeus never was thy parent. 
No, 'twas ſome monthly 5 drudge, 
Obedient to the ſcourge, an en to her arms, 

* Begot thee, traitor, on the chaſte Camilla. 
Camilla chaſte ! an Amazon, and chaſte ! 
That quits her ſex, and yet retains her virtue. 1 
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+ See the chaſte matron mount the neighing ſteed; 
In ſtrict embraces lock the ſtruggling warrior, 
Aud chooſe the lover in the ſturdy toe, 
* Enter Meſſenger, and ſeems to tall earneſtly cuith Lycon. 
* Hip. No, ſhe refus'd the yows'of godlike T W 
And choſe to ſtand his arms, not meet his love; 
And donbtful was the fight, The wide Thermodoon 
Heard the huge ſtrokes reſound; its frighted waves 
Convey'd the rattling din to diſtant ſhores, | 
While ſhe alone ſupported all his war; 
* Nor till ſhe ſunk beneath his thund'ring arm, 
© Beneath which warlike nations bow'd, would yield 
To honeſt, wiſh'd-for love, | 
Pd. Not ſo her ſon, Fu. - 
Who boldly ventures on forbidden flames; 
On one defended from the cruel Pallas, 
Foe to thy father's perſon and his blood; 
* Hated by him, of kindred yet more hated, . 
The laſt of all the wicked race he ruin'd. 
In vain a fierce ſueceſſi e hatred reign'd | 
Between your fires; in vain, like Cadmus' race, 
With mingled blood they dy'd the bluthing earth. 
Hip. In vain, indeed, ſince now the war eis oer: 
© We, like the Theban race, agree to love: 
And by our mutual flames and future offspring, 
© Atone for laughter paſt, 
* Phed. Your future offspring! | 
© Heav'ns ! what a medley's this? What dark confuſion 
© Of blood and death, of murder and relation! | 
What joy't had been to old difabled Theſeus, 
When he ſhould take the offspring in his arms, 
© Ev'n in his arms to hold an infant Pallas, 
© And be upbraided with his grandſire's fate ? 
Oh, barbarous youth !' © + | 
Lyc. Too barbarous, I fear, [Diftant ſhout. 
Perhaps e'en now his faction's up in arms, 
Since waving crowds roll onward towards the palace, 
And rend the city with tumultuous clamours. 
Perhaps to murder Phædra and her fon, | 
And give the crown to him and his Iſmena, 
But I'll prevent it. 


Eri. 5 
Iimena 
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Iſmena brought in by % Gentlemen. 
Phed. What, the kind Iſmena, 
That nurs'd me, watch'd my ſickneſs! Oh, ſhewatch'd me, 
As rav*nous vultures watch the dying lion, 
To tear his heart, and riot in his blood ! 
« Hark, hark, my little infant cries for juſtice ! 
© Oh, be appeas d, my babe, thou ſhalt have juſtice !* 
Now all the ſpirits of my godlike race 
Enflame my foul, and urge me on to vengeance, 
* Arſamnes, Minos, Jove, th' avenging Sun, 
* Inſpire my fury, and demand my juſtice. 
* Oh, you ſhall have it! thou, Minos, ſhalt applaud it, 
Ves, thou ſhalt copy it in their pains below.” 
God of revenge, ariſe !—He comes! he comes! 
And ſhoots himſelf throꝰ all my kindling blood.” 
I have it here—Now baſe, perfidious wretch, 
Now figh, and weep, and tremble in thy turn. 
Yes, your Iſmena ſhall appeaſe my vengeance. 
Iſmena dies ; and thou, her pitying lover, 
DER her to death Thou too mu ſee her bleed, 
2 her convulfive pangs, and hear her dying groans. 
Go, glut thy eyes with hy ador'd Iſmena, . 
And laugh at dying Phædra. 
Hip. Ob, Iſmena! 
Iſin. Alas, my tender ſoul ſhould ſhrink at death, 
Shake with its fears, and fink beneath its pains, 
In any cauſe but this! But now I'm ſteel'd, 
And the near danger leſſens to my fight. 
Now, if I live, 'tis only for Hippolitus ; 
And with an equal Joy "Il die to fave him. 
Ves, for his ſake I'll go a willing ſhade, 
And wait his coming in th* Elyſian fields; 
And there enquire. of each deſcending ghoſt 
Of my lov'd hero's welfare, life, and honour: | 
That dear remembrance will improve the bliſs, (py. 
Add to th' Elyfian joys, and make that heav'n more hap- 
Hip. Oh, heav'nly virgin! [ 4fde.}* Oh, imperial 
Ler your rage fall on this devoted head ; [Phadra 
But ſpare, Oh, ſpare a guiltleſs virgin's life ! 
* Think of her youth, her innocence, her virtue ; 
Think with what warm compaſſion ſhe bemoan'd you 
Think how ſhe ſerv'd and watch'd you in your gry ; 
a * 
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How ev'ry rifing and deſcending ſun 
© Saw kind Iſmena watching o'er the queen.” 
I only promis'd,, I alone deceiv'd, you; | 
And I, and only I, ſhould feel your, juſtice. 

1/m. Oh, by thoſe, pow'rs.to whom I ſoon muſt anſwer 
For all my faults 3, by, that bright arch of heay'n 


I now laſt ſee, I wrought him by my wiles, 


By tears, by threats, by ev'ry female art, 
rought his diſdaining ſoul to falſe compliance. 
The ſon of Theſeus could not think of fraud; 
*Twas woman all. 

Pd. I ſee twas woman, all: 

And woman's fraud ſhould meet with woman's vengeance, 
But yet thy courage, truth, and virtue ſhock me: 

A love ſo-warm, ſo firm, ſo.ljike my own. 

Oh, had the gods ſo pleas'd!. had bounteous heav'n 
Beſtow'd Hippolitus on Phædra's arma, 

So bad I ſtood the ſhack, of angry fate; 

So had I giv'n my life wick joy to ſave him. 

Hi, Agd-can-yau. doom her death? Can Minos' daugh- 
Condemn the. vixtue which, her ſoul admires? [ter 
Are not you Phædra, once the boaſt: of, fame, 
Shame of our ſex, and pattern of your awn,? 

Phæd. Am I that Phædra? No; another ſoul 
Informs my alter'd frame. Could elſe Iſmena 
Provoke my hatred, yet deſerve my love ? 

Aid me, ye gods, ſuppott my finking glory, 
Reſtore my reaſon, and confirm my vutue. _ 
Yet, is my rage unjuſt. ? Then, why was Phædra 
Reſcu'd for torment; and preſerv'd;for.pain.? 
Why did you raiſe me to the height of joy, 
Above the wreck of clouds and ſtorms below, 
To daſh and break me on the ground for ever; 

Jin. Was it not time to urge him ta compliance, 
At leaſt to feign it, ben perfidious Lycon 
Confim d his perſon, n death? 

Phad. Confin'd and doom d todeath ! Ob, cruel Lycon! 
Cauld I have doom'd thy death ? Could theſe fad eyes, 
That lov'd thee-living, e er behold. thee dead ? 

Yet thou. couldſt ſee me die-without concern, 
Rather chan ſave a wretched queen from ruinn 
Elſe could you chooſe to trull the warring winds, K. 
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The ſwelling waves, the rocks, the falthleſs ſands, 
And all the raging monſters of the deep ?” 
Oh, think you ſee me on the naked ſhore ! 
Think how I ſcream and tear my ſcatter'd hair; 
Break from th* embraces of my ſhrieking maids, ' 
And harrow on the ſaud my bleeding boſom ; 
Then catch. with wide ſtreteh'd arms the empty billows, 
And headlong plunge into the gaping deep. 

Hip. Oh, diſmal ſtate! my bleeding heart relents, 
And all my thoughts diſſolve in tendereſt pity. 

Phæd. If you can pity, Oh, refuſe not love! 
But ſtoop to rule in Crete, the feat of heroes, 
And nurſery of gods. A hundred cities 
Court thee for lord, where the rich buſy crouds 
Struggle for puſſage thro? the ſpacious ſtreets ; 
here thouſand ſhips o'erſhade the Jeſs 'ning main, 
And tire thelab*ring wind. The ſupplant nations 
Bo to its enſigns, and, with lower'd fails, 
Confeſs the ocean's queen. For thee alone 
© The winds ſhall blow, and the vaſt ocean roll. 
+ For thee alone the fam*d Cydonian warriors 
* From twangling yews ſhall ſend their fatal ſhafts, 

* Hip. Then let me march their leader, nottheir prince; 
* And at the head of your renown'd Cydonians 
* Brandiſh'this far-fam'd ſword of conqu'ring Theſeus; 
That I may ſhake th* Egyptian tyrant's yoke 
From. Aſia's neck, and fix it on his own ; 
* That willing nations may obey your laws, 
And your bright anceſtor, the Sun, may ſhine 
* On nought but Phadfa's empire. 

* Phed. Why not thine ? 
* Doſt thou fo fir deteſt my proffer'd bed, 
As to refaſe my crown ? Oh, cruel youth! 
* Byallthe pain that wrings my tortur'd ſoul, 
* Byallthe dear deceitful hopes you gave me, 
Ob, eaſe, ar leaſt, once more delude, my ſorrows ! 
For your dear fake I've loſt my darling honour ; 
For you but now I gave my ſoul to death; | 
For you I'd quit my crown, and ſtoop beneath 
* The happy bondage of an humble wiſe; 
With thee I'd climb the ſteepy Ida's ſummit, 
* And in the ſcorching heat and chilling dews, 
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* Ofer hills, o'er vales purſue the ſhaggy lion. 
* Careleſs of danger, and of waſting toll, 

* Of pinching bunger, and impatient thirſt, 
I'll find all joys in thee, 

* Hip. Why ſtoops the queen 
© To alk, 1ntreat, to ſupplicate, and pray 
To proſtitute her crown and fex's honour 
* Toone whoſe humble thoughts can only riſe 
To be your flave, not lord? 

Phæd. And is that all? 

See if he deign to force an artful groan, 
Or call a tear from his unwilling eyes? 
Hard as his native rocks, cold as his ſword, 
Fierce as the wolves that howI'd around his birth; 
He hates the tyrant, and the ſuppliant ſcorns. 
Oh, heav'n ! Oh, Minos! Oh, 1 Jove! 
Do ye not bluſh at my degenerate weakneſs ?? 
Hence, lazy, mean, ignoble paſſions, fly ! 
Hence from my ſoul Th gone, is fled for ever, 
And Heav'n inſpires my thoughts with righteous ven- 
Thou ſhalt no more deſpiſe my offer d love; {geance. 
No more Iſmena ſhall upbraid my weakneſs. | 
[Catches Hip. fevord to flab her/clf. 
Now, all ye kindred gods, look down and ſee 
How I'll revenge you, and myſelf, on Phædra. 
Enter Lycon, and ſaatches away the ſword. 

Lyc. Horror on horror! Theſeus is return'd. 

Phed. Theſeus! then what have I to do with life? 
May I be ſnatch'd with winds, by earth o'erwhelm'd, 
Rather than view the face of injur'd Theſeus, 
Now wider ſtill my growing horrors ſpread, 

My fame, my virtue, nay, my frenzy's fled : 

Then view my wretched race, Imperial Jove, 

If crimesenrage you, or misfortunes move ; 

On me your flames, on me your bolts employ, 

Me, if your anger ſpares, your pity ſhould deſtroy. 
[Runs off. 


Lyc. This may do ſervice yet. | 
| Exit Lycon, carries off the fwword. 

Hip. Is he return'd ? Thanks to the pitying gods! 
Shall I again behold his awful eyes? | 
Again be folded in his loving arms ? 


Yet, 
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Yet, in the midſt of joy, I fear for Phadia ; 
I fear his warmth, and unrelenting juſtice. 
Oh! ſhould her raging paſſion reach his ears, 
His tender love, by anger fir'd, would turn ſoil, 
To burning rage; [Trumpets ſound.) * as ſoft Cydonian 
« Whole balmy juice glides o'er th* untaſting tongue, 
Vet touch'd with fire, with hotteſtflames will blaze. 
But, Oh, ye germ ! I ſee his godlike form, 
Oh, extacy of joy ! he comes! he comes! 
Enter Theſeus, Officer, and Gaards, 

Is it my lord, my father? Oh, tis he! 
© I ſee bim, touch him, feel his own embraces; 
See all the father in his joy ful eyes, | 
Where have you been, my lord? What angry demon. 
+ Hid you from Crete, from me? What god has iav'd you? 
Did not Philotas ſee you fall ? Oh, anſwer me ! 
And then I'll aſk a thouſand queſtions more. 

Theſ. No; but to ſave my life I teign'd my death; 
My horſe and well-known arms confirm'd the tale, 
And hinder'd farther ſearch. This honeſt Greek 
Conceal'd me in his houfe, and cur'd my wounds; 
Proeur'd a veſſel, and, to bleſs me more, 
Accompanied my flight— 
But this at leiſure. Let me now indulge 
A father's fondneſs ; let me ſnatch thee thus, 
Thus fold thee in my arms, Such, ſuch was I, 


[[Eubraces Hippolitus. 


When firſt I ſaw thy mother, chaſte Camilla; 
And much ſhe lov'd me. Oh, did Phædra view me 
With half that fondneſs ! But ſhe*s ſtill unkind, 
Elſe haſty joy had brought her to theſe arms, 
To welcome me to liberty, to life, 
And make that life a bleſſing. Come, my ſon, 
Let us to Phædra. 
— Pardon me, my lord. 
Theſ. Forget her former treatment; ſhe's too good 
Still to porſiſt in hatred to my ſon. 
Hip. Oh, let me fly from Crete, from you, [Afde,] 
and Phedra ! 
Theſ. My ſon, what means this turn, this ſudden ſtart? 
Why would you fly-from Crete, and from your father ? 
Hip, Not from my _ but from lazy Crete ; 
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To follow danger, and acquire renown; 
To quell the monſters that eſcap'd your ſword, 
And make the world confeſs me Theſeus' ſon. 

Theſ. What can this coldneſs mean ?—Retire, my ſon, 
| [ Exit Hippolitus, 
While I attend the queen What ſhock 1s this ? 

Why tremble thus my limbs? Why faints my heart? 
Why am I thrill'd with fear, till now unknown ? 
Where's now the joy, the extaſy and tranſport, 
That warm'd my foul, and urg'd me on to Phadra ? 
Oh, had I never lov'd her, I'd been bleſs'd ! 

Sorrow and joy 1n love alternate reign ; 

Sweet is the bliſs, diſtracting is the pain. 

© Sowhen the Nile its fruitful deluge ſpreads, 
And genial heat informs its ſlimy beds; 

4 Here yellow harveſts crown the fertile plain, 

* 'There monſtrous ſerpents fright the lab'ring ſwain t 
A various product fills the fatten'd ſand, 

And the ſame floods enrich and curſe the land. 


[ Exit, 
END of the TuirD Act. 


ACT w. 


Enter Lycon. 
2 may gain time, till all my wealth's embark'd, 


To ward my foes revenge, and finiſh mine, 
To ſhake that empire which I can't poſſeſs. 
But then the queen—ſhe dies— why let her die; 
Let wild deſtruction ſeize on all together, 
So Lycon live A ſafe, trzumphant exile, 
Great in diſgrace, and envied in his fall. 
The queen! then try thy art, and work her paſſions ; 
Enter Phædra and Ladies. 

Draw her to act what moſt her ſoul abhors ; 
Poſſeſs her whole, and jpcak thyſelf in Phzdra. 

Phed. Off, let me looſe ; why, cruel, barb'rous maids, 

- Why am I barr'd from death, the common refuge, 
That ſpreads its hoſpitable arms for all ? 
Why muſt I drag the inſufferable load 
+ Of toul diſhonour, and deſpairing love?“ 
5 Oh, 
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Oh, length of pain! Am I ſo often dying, 
And yet not dead ?* Feel I fo oft death's pangs, 
Nor once can find its eaſe ? 

Lyc. Would you now die; 

Now quit the field to your inſultipg foe ? 

Then ſhall he triumph o'er your blaſted name: 

Ages to come, the univerſe ſhall learn 

The wide, immortal infamy of Phædra: 

And the poor babe, the idol of your ſoul, 

The lovely image of your dear dead lord, 

Shall be upbraided with his mother's crimes ; 

Shall beas your ſhame, ſhall fink beneath your faults, 
Inherit your diſgrace, but not your crown. 

Phed. Muſt he too fall, involv'd in my deſtruction, 
And only hve to curſe the name of Phædra? | 
Oh, dear, unhappy babe ! * muſt I bequeath thee 
* Only a ſad inheritance of woe ?” 

Gods, cruel gods! can't all my pain: atone, 
Unleſs they reach my infant's guiltleſs head? 

Oh, loſt eſtate ! * when life's ſo ſharp a torment, 
And death itſelf can't eaſe.— Aſſiſt me, Lycon; 
Adviſe, ſpeak comfort to my troubled ſoul, 

Lyc. Tis you muſt drive that trouble from your ſoul ; 
As ſtreams when damm'd forget their antient current, 
And wand'ring o'er their banks, in other channels flow ;” 
'Tis you muſt bend your thoughts from hopeleſs love, 
And turn their courſe to Theſeus* happy boſom, 
And crown his eager hopes with wiſh'd enjoyment ;? 
Then with freſh charms adorn your troubled looks, 
Diſplay the beauties firſt inſpir'd his ſoul, 

Sooth with your voice, and woo him with your eyes. 

Phed. Impoſſible! + What, woo him with theſe eyes, 
Still wet with tears that flow'd—bnt not for Theſeus ? 
This tongue, ſo us'd to ſound another name? 

* What, take him ro my arms ? Oh, awful Juno! 

* Touch, love, careſs him, while my wand'ring tancy 
On other objects ſtrays ? A lewd adultreſs | 
Ia the chaſte bed; and in the father's arms, 

* (Ok, horrid thought! Oh, execrable inceſt !) 

* Ev'n in the father's arms embrace the on ?? / 

| Lye. Yet you muſt ſee bim, leſt impatient love 

Should urge his temper to too nice a ſearch, 


© Andill-tux'd abſence ſhould diſcloſe your crime. 
D 2 6 Phed. 
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« Phe4d. Could I, when preſent to his awful eyes, 
* Conceal.the wild diſorders of my ſoul ? 
Would not my groans, my looks, my ſpeech betray me? 
* Betray thee, Phadra ! then thou'rt not betray'd. | 
Live, live ſecure, adoring Crete conceals thee ; 
Thy pious love, and moſt endearing 'goodneſs 
Will charm the kind Hippolitus to filence. 
Oh, wretched Phædra! Oh, ill-guarded ſeeret ! 
To foes alone diſclos'd ! 
* Lyc. I needs muſt fear them, ; 
Spite of their vows, their oaths, their imprecations. 
* / bad. Do imprecations, oaths, or vows avail ? 
* I too have ſworn, ev'n at the altar ſworn, 
* Eternat love and endlefs faith to Theſeus 3 
And yet am falſe, forſworn : the hallow'd ſhrine 
That heard me ſwear, is witneſs to my falſhood. 
The youth, the very author of my crumes, 
* Ev*'n he ſhall tell that fault himſelf inſpir'd ; 
* The fatal eloquence that charm'd my foul 
Shall laviſh all its arts to my deſtruction. 4 
Lyc, Aenne, Oh, he will tell it al Deſtruction 
eize him. 
With ſeeming grief, and aggravating pity, 
And more to blacken, will excuſe your folly ; 
Falſe tears ſhall wet his unrelenting eyes, 
And his glad heart with artful fighs ſhall heave ; 
Then Theſeus How will indignation ſwell 
His mighty heart? How his majeſtie frame 
Wi hake with rage too fierce, too ſwift for vent? 
While the proud Sgytbian⁊ | 
+ How he'llexpoſe you to the public fcorn, ra bg 
And loathing crowds ſhall murmur out their horror? 
Then the fierce Scythian—now methinks I ſee 
His fiery eyes with ſullen pleaſures glow, 
Survey your tortures, and inſult your pangs z 
I fee him, ſmiling on the pleas'd Iſmena, 
Point out with ſcorn the once-proud tyrant Phædra. 
Phed. Cyril be his name! may infamy attend him 
May ſwift deſtruction fall upon his bead, 
Hurl'd by the hand of thoſe he moſt adores. 
Lyc« By Heav'n, prophetic truth inſpires your tongue: 
He thall endure the ſhame he means to give ;* 


- 


For 
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For all the torments which he heaps on you, 
With juſt revenge, ſhall Theſeus turn on him. 

Phed. K't poſſible? Oh, Lycon ! Oh, my refuge! 
Oh, good old man! thou oracle of wiſdom ! 

Declare the means, that Phædra may adore thee. 

Lyc. Accufe him firſt. 

Phed. Oh, heav'n's! accuſe the guiltleſs ? 

Lyc. Then be accus'd; let Theſeus know your crimes; 
Let lafling infamy o'erwhelm your glory ; 

Let your toe triumph, and your infant fall 
Shake off this idle lethargy of pity ; 

With ready war preven: th' invading foe, 

© Preſerve your glory, and ſecure your vengeance, 
* Be yours the fruit, ſecuriry, and eaſe; 

The guilt, the danger, and the labour mine.“ 

Pad, Heav'n's! Theſeus comes. 

Lyc. Declare your laſt reſolves, 

Phæd. Do you reſolve, for Phadra can do nothing. 

Exit Phædra. 

Lyc. Now, Lycon, heighten his impatient love, 
Now raiſe his pity, now enflame his rage, 

Quicken his hopes, then quaſh 'em with defpair z.. 
Work his tumultuous paſnons into phrenzy4 
Unite them all, then turn them on the foe. 

Enter Theſeus. 

7560. Was that my queen, my wife, my idol Phædra & 
Does the ſtill ſhun me? Oh, injurious heav'n! 

Why did you give me back again to lite ? 
Why did you fave me from the rage of battle, 
To let me fall by her more fatal hatred ? 
He. Her hatrcd | no; ſhe loves you with ſuch fond. 
neſs 
As none but that of Theſeus e' er could equal: 
Let ſo the gods have doom'd, ſo heav'n will have it, 
* She ne*er muſt view her much-lov'd 'Theſeus more. 

* Theſ. Not ſee her! by my ſuff®rings but I will, 
Though troops embattled ſhould oppoſe my patlage,, 
And ready death ſhall guard the fatal way. 

Not ſee her! Oh, I'll claſp her in theſe arms, 
FBreak through the idle bands that yet have held me, 
And feize the joys my honeſt iove may claim. 
c. Is this a time for joy, when Phædra's. grief 
D 2 L. 
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* Thef. ls this a time for grief? Is this my welcome 
© To air, to life, to liberty, and Crete? 
Not this I hop'd, when urg'd by ardent love, 

© I wing'd my eager way to Phædra's arms; 

Then, to my thoughts, relenting Phædra flew, 

Wich open arms to welcome my return; 

With kind endearing blame condemn'd my raſhneſs, 

And made me ſwear to venture out no more, 

© Oh, my warm ſoul, my boiling fancy glow'd . 

With charming hopes of yet-untaſted joys ; 

New pleaſures fill'd my mind, all dangers, pains, 
Wars, wounds, defeats, in that dear hope were loſt, 
And does ſhe now avoid my eager love: 

Purſue me ſtiil with unrelenting hatred ? 
Invent new pains ? deteſt, loath, ſhun my fight ? 
Fly my return, avd ſorrow for my ſafety ? 
* Lyc. Oh, think not ſo! for, by th* unerring gods,” 
When firſt I told her of your wiſh'd return, 
When the lov'd found of Theſeus reach'd her ears, 
At that dear name ſhe rear'd her drooping head, 
+ Her feeble hands, and wat'ry eyes to heav'n, 
To bleſs the bounteous gods: at that dear name 
The raging tempeſt of her grief was calm'd ;* 
Her fighs were huſh'd, and tears forgot to flow. 
Thef. Did my return bring comfort to her ſorrow ? 
Then haſte, conduct me to the lovely mourner. 
Oh, Iwill kiſs the pearly drops away; 
+ Suck from her roſy lips the fragant fighs ; 
Wich other fighs — anting breaſt ſhall heave, 
With other dews her 5 eyes ſhall melt,” 
Wich other pangs ber throbbing heart ſhall beat, 
And all her forrows ſhall be loſt 1n love. 
Lyc. Does Theſeus burn with ſuch unheard of paſſion ? 
And ſhall not ſhe with out- ſtretch'd arms receive him; 
* And with an equal ardor meet his vows ? | 
The vows of one ſo dear !* Oh, righteous gods! 
- Why muſt the bleeding heart of Theſeus bear 
Such tort'ring pangs? while Phedra, dead to love, 
Now with accufing eyes on angry heav'n 
Steadfaſtly gazes, and upbraids the gods: 
Now with dumb piereing grief and humble ſhame, 
Fixes her gloomy watery orbs to earth; 
= | « Now 
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Now burſt with ſwelling anguiſh, rends the ſkies? 
With loud complaints of her outrageous wrongs. 
Theſ: Wrongs ! is ſhe wrong'd ? and lives he yet who 
wrong'd her? 
Lyc. He lives, fo great, fo happy, fo belov'd, 
That Phædra ſcarce can hope, ſcarce wiſh revenge. 


Theſ. Shall Theſeus live, and not revenge his Phzdra ? 


Gods! ſhall this arm, renown'd for righteous vengeance, 
For quelling tyrants, and redreſſing wrongs, 

Now fail ? now firſt, when Phadra's injur'd, fail ? 

Ob, let us haſte, 

Speak, Lycon, haſte, declare the ſecret villain, 

* The wretch ſo meanly baſe to injure Phædra, 

* So raſhly brave to dare the ſword of Theſeus. 


« Lyc. 1 dare not ſpeak, but ſure her wrongs are | 


mighty,” 
The pale cold hue that deadens all her charms, 
* Her fi;hs, her hollow groans, her flowing tears 
« Make me ſuſpect her monſtrous grief will end her. 
* Theſ. End her! end Theſeus firſt, and all mankind; ' 
But moſt that villain, that deteſted ſlave, 
That brutal coward, that dark lurking wretch. 
Lyc. Oh, noble heat of unexampled love 
© This Phædra hop'd, when, in the mid of grief, 
© In the wild torrent of o'erwhelming ſorrows, 
« She groaning fill invok'd, ſtill call'd on Theſeus. 
' © The/. Did the then name me? did the weeping 
| charmer | 
© Invoke my name, and call for aid on Theſeus? - 
Ob, that loy'd voice upbraided wy delay. 
Why then this ſtay ?? I come, I fly, Oh, Phædra! 
Lead on. Now, dark diſturber of my peace, 
If now thou'rt known, what luxury of vengeance 
Haſte, lead, conduct me. 
* Lyc. Oh, I beg you ſtay. 
* Theſ. What, ſtay when Phædra calls?“ 
| Lyc. Oh, on my lance, 
By all the gods, my lord, I beg you ſtay.” 
Oh, I conjure you flay, X 
As you reſpect your peace, your life, your glory; 
As Phædra's days are precious to your ſoul z? 


By all your love, by Phadra's forrows ſtay. 


Thet. 
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Theſ. Where lies the danger? wherefore ſhould I ſtay? 
Lyc. Your ſudden preſence would ſurprize her ſoul, 
Renew the galling image of her wrongs, | 
© Revive her ſorrow, indignation, ſhame 3 
And all your ſon would ſtrike her from your eyes. 
/. My ſon!— But he's too good, too brave to 
wrong her. 
Whence then that ſhocking change, that ſtrong ſurprize, 
That fright that ſeiz d him at the name of Phedra ? | 
L.yc. Was he ſurpriz'd ? that ſhew'd at leaſt remorſe. 
h Remorſe! for what? by heav'ns, my troubled 
thoughts 
Preſage ſome dire attempts.——Say, what remorſe ? 
Lyc. I would not- yet I muſt; this you command; 
This Phadra orders ; thrice her fault'ring tongue 
Bade me unfold the guilty ſcene to Theſeus; 
Thrice with loud cries recall'd me on my way, 
And blam'd my ſpeed, and chid my raſh obedience, 
s Leſt the unwelcome tale ſhould wourd your peace.“ 
At laſt, with looks ſerenely ſad, ſhe cried, 
Go tell it all; but in ſuch artful words, 
Such tender accents, ana ſuch melting ſounds, 
As may appeaſe his rage, and move his pity ;. 
As may incline him to forgive his ſon 
A grievous fault, but ſtill a fault of love. 
Theſe Of love! what ftrange ſuſpicions rack my ſoul ! 
As you regard my peace, declare what love! 
Dc. Thus urg'd,' I mutt declare. Let, pitying 
heav'n! 
Why muſt I ſpeak ? Why muſt unwilling Lycon 
Accuſe the prince of impious love to Phædra? 
De. Love to his mother! to the wife of Theſeus I 
Lyc. Yes; at the moment firſt be view'd her eyes,, 
Ev'n at the altar, when you join'd your hands, 
His eaſy heart receiv'd the guilty flame, 
And from that time he preſs'd her with his paſſion. 
Theſ. Then 'twas for this ſhe baniſh'd him from Crete; 
J thought it hatred all. Oh, righteous hatred ! 
Forgive, me, heav'n ; — me, injur'd Phædra, 
That I in ſecret have condemn'd thy juſtice. 
Oh, *"twas all juſt, and Theſeus ſhall revenge, 
Ev'a on his fon, revenge his Phadra's wrongs. 


Tie. 
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Lyc. What eaſy tools are theſe blunt honeſt heroes, 
Who with keen hunger gorge the naked hook, 
Prevent the bait the ſtatefman's art prepares, 
And poſt to ruin—* Go, believing fool, 
Go act thy far-fam'd juſtice on thy fon, 
Next on thyſelf, and both make way for Lycon.“ 
| [A/de. 
The/. Ha! am I ſure ſhe's wrong'd ? Perhaps tis ma- 
lice, wb 
Slave, make it clear, make good your accuſation, 
Or treble oy ſhall revenge my ſon. | 
Lyc. Am I then doubted ? Can Phædra or your Lycon | 
Be thought to forge fuch execrable falſhoods ? 9 
Gods ! when the queen unwillingly complaing, C 
Can you ſuſpect her truth? Oh, godlike Theſeus ! __ 
© Is this the love you bear unhappy Phedra ? 3 
« Is this her hop'd-for aid ? ? Go, wretched matron, : 
« Sigh to the winds, and rend th* unpitying heav'ns 4 
With thy vain ſorrows; fince relentleſs Theſeus, = 
Thy hope, thy refuge, Theſeus will nat hear thee. 
The/. Not heat my Phædra! not revenge her wrongs! 
Speak, make 222 and then his doom's as fix d, L a 
As when Jove and high Olympus ſhakes, 
And fate his voice obeys. | 
a Yet flay, bear witneſs, heav'n ! [Fetches a fevord; 
With what reluctance I produce this ſword, 
This fatal proof agaĩuſt * unhappy prince, 
Leſt it ſhould work your juſtice to his ruin, 
And prove he aim'd at force as well as inceſt. 
Theſ. Gods ! *tis illufion all! © Ts this the ſword, 
By which Procruſtes, Scyron, Pallas fell? 
Is this the weapon which my darling ſon 
* Swore to employ in wp, but acts of honour ? 2 
* Now, faithful youth, thou nobly haſt fulfill'd 
* Thy gen'rous/promiſe. Oh, moſt injur'd Phædra! 
Why did J truſt to his deceitful form? 
Why blame thy juſtice, or ſuſpect thy truth? 
Lyc, Had you this morn beheld his ardent eyes, 
Seen his arm lock'd in her diſhevell'd hair, 
That weapon glitt'ring o'er her trembling boſom, 
Whilſt ſhe with ſcreams refus'd his impious love, 
ntreating death, and riſing to the wound! 
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Oh, had you ſeen her, when th' affrighted youth 
* Retir'd at your approach ; had you then ſeen her, 
In the chaſte tranſports of becoming fury, 
' Seize on the ſword to pierce her guiltleſs boſom ;* 
Had you ſeen this, you could not doubt her truth. 
The. Oh, impious monſter ! Oh, forgive me, Phadra ! 


And may the gods inſpire my injur'd ſoul 


With equal vengeance that may ſuit his crimes, 

Lyc. For Phædra's ſake forbear to talk of vengeance ; 
That with new pains would wound her tender breaſt. 
Send him away from Crete, and by his abſence 
Give Phædra quiet, and afford him mercy, 

' Theſ. Mercy! for what? Oh, well has he rewarded 
Poor Phædra's mercy.—-Oh, moſt barb'rous traitor ! 
To wrong ſuch beauty, and inſult ſuch goodneſs.” 
Mercy ! what's that ? a virtue coined by villains, 
Who praiſe the weakneſs which ſupports their crime.“ 
Be mute, and fly, leſt when my rage is rous'd, 

Thou for thyſelf in vain implore my mercy. 

Lyc. Dull fool, I laugh at mercy more than thou doſt, 
More than I do the juſtice thou'rt ſo fond of. | 
Now come, young hero, to thy father's arms, 

Receive the due reward of haughty virtue; 

Now boaſt thy race, and laugh at earth- born Lycon, 

. | Ade and exit. 
Enter Hippolitus. 

The/. Yet can it be ?—Is this th' inceſtuous villain ? 
© How great his preſence, how erect his look, 
How ev'ry grace, how all his virtuous mother 
* Shines in his face, and charms me from his eyes! 
Oh, Neptune! Oh, great founder of our race! 
Why was he fram'd with ſuch a godlike look?“ 
Why wears he not ſome moſt deteſted form, | 
© Baleful to fight, as horrible to thought ;* 

That I might act my juſtice without grief, | 
Puniſh the villain, nor regret thefon* 

Hip. May I preſume to aſk, what fecret care 
Broods'in your breaſt, and clouds your royal brow ? 
Why dart your awful eyes thoſe angry beams, 

And fright Hippolitus they us'd to chear ? 

The/. Anſwer me firſt. When call'd to wait on Phædra, 
What ſudden fear ſurpriz'd your troubled ſoul ? = . 
6 hy 
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Why did your ebbing blood forſake your cheeks ? 
Why did you haſten from your father's arms, 
To ſhun the queen your duty bids you pleaſe ? 
Hiy. My lord, to pleaſe the queen I'm forc'd to ſhun 


er, 

And keep this hated object from her fight. 

Theſ. Say, what's the cauſe of her invet'rate hatred ? 

Hip, My lord, as yet I never gave her cauſe, 

The/. * Oh, were it ſo!” [Afde.) When laſt did you 

attend her ? 

Hip. When laſt attend her !'—Oh, unhappy queen! 
Your error's known, yet I diſdain to wrong you, 
Or to betray a fault myſelf have caus'd.“ [ A/ides 
When laſt attend her ? | 
T/ be Anſwer me directly ; 
Nor dare to trifle with your father's rage. 

Hip. My lord, this very morn I ſaw the queen, 

The/. What paſt? 

Hip. 1 aſk'd permiſũon t retire, 

Theſ. And was that at? 

Hip. My lord, I hwably beg, 
With the moſt low ſubmiſſions, aſk no more. 

The. Yet you don't anſwer with your low ſubmiſſions.* 
Anſwer, or never hope to ſee me more. 

Hip. Too much he knows, I fear, without my telling : 
And the poor queen's betray'd, and loſt for ever. [ Afde. 

Theſ. He changes, gods! and faulters at the queſtion, 
His fears, his words, his looks declare him guilty. Aide. 

Hip. Why do you frown, my lord ? Why turn away ? 
As from ſome loathſome monſter, not your ſon ? 

The. Thou art that monſter, and no more my ſon. 
Not one of thoſe of the moſt horrid form, 
Of which my hand has eas'd the burthen'd earth, 
Was half ſo thocking to my fight as thou. | 

Hip. Where am I, gods? Is that my father Theſeus > 
Am TI awake?” Am I Hippolitus.' 

Jhe/. Thou art that fiend. — Thou art Hippolitus, 
Thou art,—Oh, fall! Oh, fatal ſtain to honour ! 
How had my vain imagination form'd thee ? 
Brave as Alcides, and as Minos juſt. 
Sometimes it led me through the maze of war; 
There it ſurvey'd thee ranging through the field, 

' " Mowing 
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Sometimes with wholeſome laws re forming ſtates, 
* Crowning their happy joys with peace and plenty ;* 
W hile you | 
Hip. With all my father's ſoul inſpir'd, 
Burnt with impatient thirſt of early honour, 
To hunt through bloody fields the chace of glory, 
And bleſs your age-with trophies like your own. 
Gods, how that warm'd me! how my throbbing heart 
Leap'd to the image of my father's joy, 
When you ſhould ſtrain me in your folding arms, 
And with kind raptures, * and with ſobbing joys, 
« Commend my valour, and confeſs your ! 
Hou did I think my glorious toil o erpaid ! 
Then great indeed, and in my father's love, 
With more than conqueſt crown'd !” 
Cry, Go on, Hippolitus. 
Go tread the rugged paths of daring honour; 
Practiſe the ſtricteſt and auſtereſt virtue, 
And all the rigid laws of righteous Minos: 
Tbeſeus, thy father Theſeus will reward thee. 
7556 / 8 thee— Les; as Minos would re wand 
t "TOs © 
Was Minos then thy pattern? and did Minos, 
The great, the good, the juſt, the righteous Minos, 
The judge of hell, and oracle of earth,” 
Did he inſpire adultery, force, and inceſt? 
6 Iſmena appears, | 
In. Ha, what's this? [Afide,” 
Hip. Amazement ! inceſt! 
Thej. Inceſt with Phædra, with thy mother Phædra. 
Hip. This charge fo unexpected, fo amazing, 
So new, ſo ſtrange, impoſſible to thought, 


Stuns my aſtoniſh'd ſoul, and ties my voice. 


The/. Then let this wake thee, this once - glorious 
ſword, 
With which thy father arm'd thy infant hand, 
Not for this purpoſe. Oh, —2 ſlave! 
Oh, early villain! moft deteſted coward ! 
With this my inſtrument of youthful glory 
With this t'invade the ſpotleſs Phædra's honour! 


That 
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That very Phædra, for whoſe juſt defence 
The gods would claim thy ſword, 
Hip. Amazement ! death 


Heav'ns ! durſt I raiſe the far-fam'd ſword of Theſeus 


Againſt his queen, againſt my mother's boſom ? 


The/. If not, declare when, where, and how you loſt it, 
How Phædra gain'd it ?—Oh, all ye gods! he's filent. 


Why was it bar'd? Whoſe boſom was it aim'd at? 
What meant thy arm advanc'd, thy glowin cheeks, 
Thy hand, heart, eyes? Oh, villain ! f 


No clue to guide me through this gloomy maze,? 
To clear my honour, yet preſerve my faith ? 
None, none, ye pow'rs ! and muſt I groan beneath 
© This execrable load of foul diſhonour ? 
« Muſt Theſeus ſuffer ſuch unheard of torture? 
© Theſeus, my father! No.“ Ill break through all; 
All oaths, all vows, all idle imprecations 
I'll give them to the winds, Hear me, my lord; 
Hear your wrong'd fon. The ſword—Oh, fatal vow ! 
© Enfnaring oaths, and thou, raſh thoughtleſs fool, 
* To bind thyſelf in voluntary chains; 
© Yet to thy fatal truſt continue firm! 
© Beneath diſgrace, though infamous, yet honeſt.” 
Yet hear me, father : may the righteous gods 
Show'r all their curſes on this wretched head; 
Oh, may they doom me 
75%. Yes, the gods will doom thee, 
The ſword, the ſword !--Now ſwear, and call to witneſs 
Heav'n, hell, and earth, I mark it not from one 
That breathes beneath ſuch complicated guilt, 
Hip, Was that like guilt, when with expanded arms 
I ſprang to meet you at your wilh'd return? 
Does this appear like guilt, when thus ference, 
With eyes erect, and viſa unzppales, 
Fix'd on that awful face, I ſtand the charge, 
Amaz'd, not fearing? Say, if I am guilty; 
Where are the conſcious looks, the face now pale, 
Nou fluſhing red, the down-caſt haggard eyes, 
Or fix'd on earth, or ſlowly rais'd to catch 
A fearful view, then ſunk __ with horror? 


monſtrous villain ! 
ip. Is there no way, no thought, no beam of light, 
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De. This is for raw, untaught, unfiniſh'd villains, 
Thou in thy bloom haſt reach'd th* abhorr'd perfection: 
© Thy even looks could wear a peaceful calm, 

The beauteous ſtamp (Oh, Heav'ns!) of faultleſs virtue, 
© While thy foul heart contriv'd this horrid deed ! 

© Oh, harden'd fiend ! I'll hear no more! 

© Diſturb thy ſoul, or ruffle thy ſmooth brow ! 
What, no remorſe! noqualms ! no pricking pangs ! 
No feeble ſtruggle of rebelling honour ! | 

© Oh, *twas thy joy, thy ſecret hoard of bliſs, 

To dream, to ponder, act it o'er in thought; 

Jo doat, to dwell on; as rejoicing miſers 

* Brood o'er their precious ſtores of ſecret gold.” 

Hip. Muſt I not ſpeak ? Then ſay, unerring heav'n, 

Why was I born with ſuch a thirſt of glory ? 
Why did this morning dawn to my diſhonour ? 
Why did not pitying fate with ready death 
Prevent the guilty To? | 

The. Guilty indeed. 

Ev'n at the time you heard your father's death, 
And ſuch a father (Oh, immortal gods !) 
As held thee dearer than his life and glory! 
When thou ſhouldit rend the ſkies with clam'rous grief, 
Beat thy fad breaſt, and tear thy ſtarting hair; 
Then to my bed to force your impious way ; 
With horrid luſt t'inſult my yet warm urn ;? 
Make me the ſcorn of hell, and ſport for fiends ! 
Theſe are the fun*'ral honours paid to Theſeus, 
Theſe are the forrows, theſe the hallow'd rites, 
To which you'd call your father's hov'ring ſpirit. 
Enter Iſmena. 
Vn. Hear me, my lord, ere yet you fix his doom: 
[Turning to Theſeus, 
Hear one that comes to ſhield his injur'd honour, 
And guard his life with hazard of her own. | 

Theſ. Though thou'rt the daughter of my hated foe, 

C Though ev'n thy beauty's loathſome to my eyes,” 
Yet juſtice bids me hear thee, 

In. Thus I thank you. | [ Kneels, 
Then know, miſtaken prince, his honeſt ſoul 
Could ne'er be ſway'd by impious love to Phædra, 


Since I before engag'd his early vows ; 
3 : * With 
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Wich all my wiles fubdu'd his ſtruggling heart; 
For long his duty ſtruggled with his love.” 
Theſ. Speak, is this true? On thy obedience, ſpeak, 
Hip. So charg'd, I own the dang'rous truth; Town, 
Againſt her will, I lov'd the fair Iſmena. 
The/. Canſt thou be only clear'd by diſobedience, 
And juſtified by erimes? What, love my foe ! 
* Love one deſcended from a race of tyrants, 
* Whoſe blood yet reeks on my avenging ſword !* 
I'm curſt each moment I delay thy fate. 
Haſte to the ſhades, * and tell the happy Pallas 
* Iſmena's flimes, and let him taſte ſuch joys 
As thou giv'it me;* go, tell applauding * 
The pious love you bore his daughter Phædra; 
Fell it the chatt'ring ghoſts, and hiſſing furies; 
Tell it the grinning fiends, till hell ſound nothing 
To thy pleas'd ears but Phædra, thy mother Phædra! 
Here, guards. 


Enter Cratander aid Guards. 
Seize him, Cratander; take this guilty ſword, 
Let his own hand avenge the crimes it acted, 
And bid him die, at leaſt, like Theſeus' ſon. 
Take him away, and execute my orders. | 
Hip. Heav'hs ! how that ſtrikes me! how it wounds 
ſoul | 
To think of your unutterable ſorrows, 
When you ſhall find Hippolitus was guiltlefs ! 
Yet when you know the innocence you doom'd, 
When you ſhall mourn your ſon's unhappy fate, 
Oh, I beſeech you, by the love you bore me, 
With my laſt words (my words will then prevail) 
Oh, for my ſake, forbear to touch your life, 
Nor wound again Hippolitus. in Theſeus. 
Let all my virtues, all my joys ſurvive: 
* Freſh in your breaſt, but be my woes forgot; 
* The woes, which fate, and not my father, wrought. 
* Oh, let me dwell for ever in your thoughts, 
Let me be honour'd ſtill, but not deplor'd. 
The. Then thy chief care is for thy father's life. 
Oh, blooming hypocrite ! Oh, young diſſembler! 
Well haſt thou ſhewn the care thou tak'ſt of Theſeus.” 


Oh, all ye gods! how this enflames my fury, 
E 2 I ſcarce 
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 Tremble to reach thee. No, diſhonour'd Theſeus, 
Blot not thy fame with ſuch a monſter's blood. 


Snatch him away. 
Hip. Lead on. Farewel, Iſmena. [ Exit guarded, 
1/m, Oh, take me with him, let me ſhare his fate. 

Oh, awful Theſeus ! yet revoke his doom. 

« See, ſee the very miniſters of death, 


Though bred to blood, yet ſhrink, and wiſh to ſave him.“ 


Theſ. Slaves, villains, drag her away. 

Inu. Oh, tear me, cut me, till my ſever'd limbs 
* Grow to my lord, and ſhare the pains he ſuffers. 

« The/. Villains, away! | 

in. Oh, Theſeus ! hear me, hear me. 

* Theſ. Away, nor taint me with thy loathſome touch. 
Off, woman ! THE 2 * | 

Im. Oh, let me ſtay! Ill t u all. 
1 4 PTY [Exit Theſeus. 
Already gone. Tell it, ye conſcious walls; 
« Bear it, ye winds, upon your pitying wings; 
* Reſound it, Fame, with all your hundred tongues. 
Oh, hapleſs youth! all heaven confpires againſt you. 
The conſcious walls conceal the fatal ſecret ; | 
«+ Th' untainted winds refuſe th' infecting load, 
And Fame itſelf is mute. Nay, ev'n Iſmena, 
Thy own Iſmena's ſworn to thy deſtruction. 

But till, whate'er the cruel gods deſign, 

In the ſame fate our equal ſtars combine, 

And he who dooms thy death pronounces mine.” 

Theſ. Teo well I know the truth; 
What cou d. ſbe tell me but fiftitious. art, 
By woman f art deriv'd to turn the 2 1 
Of juftice from a iuretoh, auluſe death both gods 
And men demand of Theſeus. | 3 
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ACT V. 
Enter Phadra and Lycon; 


LycoN. 
CCUSE yourſelf! On my knees I beg you, 

By all the gods, recal the fatal meſſage. 
Heav'ns! will you ſtand the dreadful rage of Theſeus? 
And brand your fame, and work your own deſtruction ? 

Phed. By thee I'm branded, and by thee deſtroy d; 
Thou boſom ſerpent ! thou alluring fiend ! 
Yet ſhan't you boaſt the miſeries you cauſe, 
Nor *ſcape the ruin you have brought on all. 

Lyc. Was it not your command? Has faithful Lycon 


F'er ſpoke, e'er thought, defign'd, contriv'd,.or acted ?* 


Has he done aught without the queen's conſent ? 
* Phed. Plead'ſt thou conſent to what thou firſt in- 
ſpir'dſt ? 
Was that conſent ? Oh, ſenſeleſs politician ! 
When adverſe paſſions ſtruggled in my breaſt, 
* When anger, fear, love, ſorrow, guilt, deſpair, 
* Drove out my reaſon, and uſurp's my ſoul, 
« Yet this — you plead, Oh, faithleſs Lycon! 
Oh, only zealous for the fame of Phedra ! 
* With this you blot my name, and clear your own ; - 
* And what's my phreazy ſhall be call'd my crime. 
What then is thine ? thou cool, deliberate villain! 
* Thou wiſe, fore-thinking, weighing politician. !* 
Lyc. Oh, *twas ſo black a charge, my tongue recoil'd? 
At its own ſound, and horror ſhook my ſoul, 
Yet till, though pierc'd with ſuch amazing anguiſh, , 
Such was my zeal, ſo much I lov'd my queen, | 
I broke through all, to ſave the life of Phædra. 
Phed. What's life? Oh, all ye gods! can life-atone - 
For all the monſtrous crimes by which tis bought? 
Or can I live, when thou, Ob, ſoul of honour! 
Oh, early hero! by my crimes art ruin'd ? 
Perhaps ev'n now the great unhappy-youth 
Falls by the ſordid hands of butchering villains; 


Now, now he bleeds, he dies. Oh, perjur'd traitor l * 


*-See, his rich blood in purple torrents flows, 
And Nature ſallies in unbidden groans ; 
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* Now mortal pangs diſtort his lovely form, 
His roſy beauries fade, his ſtarry eyes 
* Now darkling ſwim, and fix their cloſing beams ; 
No in ſhort gaſps his lab'ring ſpirit heaves, 
* And weakly flutters on his fault'ring tongue, 
And ſtruggles into ſound.” Hear, monſter, hear, 
With his laſt breath he curſes perjur'd Phzdra ; 
He ſummons Phedra to the bar of Minos : 
Thou too ſhalt there appear ; to torture thee 
Whole hell ſhall be employ'd, and ſuff ring Phædra 
Shall find ſome eaſe, to ſee thee ſtill more wretched. 
Lyc. Oh, all ye pow'rs ! Oh, Phædra, hear me, hear 
* By all my zeal, by all my anxious cares, [me, 
By thoſe unhappy crimes I wrought to ſerve you, 
By theſe old wither'd limbs, and hoary hairs, 
By all my tears—Oh, heav*ns ! ſhe minds me not; 
She hears not my complaints. Oh, wretched Lycon ! 
To what art thou reſerv'd ? | 
Phed. Reſerv'd to all 
The ſharpeſt, ſloweſt pains that earth can furniſh : 
To all I mſh—on Phezdra Guards, ſecure him. 
[Ie Guards enter, and carry off Lycon. 
Ha, Theſeus Gods my freezing blood congeals, 
And all my thoughts, defigns, and words are loſt. 
Enter Theſeus. 
Theſ. Doſt thou at laſt repent, Oh, lovely Phædra 
At laſt with equal ardor meet my vows ? 
Oh, dear-bought blefling !—-Yet I'll not complain, 
Since now my ſharpeſt grief is all o'er-paid, 
And only heightens joy Then baſte, my charmer, 
* Let's feaſt our famiſh'd ſouls with amorous riot, 
With fierceſt bliſs atone for our delay, 
And in a moment love the age we've loſt.” 
Phed. Stand off; approach me, touch me not; fly 
Far as the diſtant ſkies, or deepeſt centre. hence, 
Theſ. Amazement ! death! Ye gods, who guide the 
What can this mean? * So fierce a deteſtation, [world, 
* So ſtrong abhorrence !—Speak, exquifite tormentor ! 
Was it for this your ſummons filPd my foul 
* With eager raptures and tumultuous tranſports ; 
« Ev'n painful joys, and agonies of bliſs ;* 
Did I for this obey my Phædra's call, 
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And fly, with trembling haſte, to meet her arms? 
And am I thus receiv'd ? Oh, cruel Phezdra ! 
Was it for this you rouz'd my drowzy ſoul 
From the dull lethargy of hopeleſs love? 

And doſt thou only ſhew thoſe beauteous eyes 
To wake deſpair, and blaſt me with their beams? 

* Phad. Oh, were that all to which the gods have 

doom'd me 
© But angry Heav'n has laid in ſtore for Theſeus 
© Such perfect miſchief, ſuch tranſcendent woe, 
That the black image ſhocks my frighted ſoul, 
And the words die on my reluctant tongue. 
* Theſe. Fear not to ſpeak it; that harmonious voice 
Will make the ſaddeſt tale of ſorrow pleaſing, 
And charm the grief it brings. Thus, let me hear it; 
Thus in thy ſight, thus gazing on thoſe eyes 
I can ſupport the utmoſt ſpite of fate, | 
And ſtand the rage of Heav'n— Approach, my fair.” - 
_ Phad. Off, or I fly forever from thy fight. 
Shall I embrace the father of H ippolitus? 
The/. Forget the villain ; drive him from your ſoul. 
* Phad. Can I forget, or drive him from my foul ? 
Oh, he will ſtill be preſent to my eyes! | 
His words will ever echo in my ears; 
Still will he be the torture of my days, 
* Bane of my life, and ruin of my glory. 

* The. And mine and all. Oh, moſt abandon'd villain ! = 
Oh, laſting ſcandal to our godlike race, 

* That could contrive a crime ſo foul as inceſt ! 

* Phed. Inceſt! Oh, name it not | 
© The very mention ſhakes my inmoſt ſoul ; | 
The — are ſtartled in their peaceful manſions; 
And nature fickens at the ſhocking ſound. 

* Thou brutal wretch !' thou execrable monſter : 
© To break thro? all the laws that early flow 
* From untaught reaſon, and diſtinguith man : 
Mix like the ſenſeleſs herd with beſtial luſt, 
* Mother and ſon prepoſterouſly wicked ; 
* To baniſh from thy ſoul the rev'rence due 
* To honour, nature, and the genial-bed, 
And injure one ſo great, ſo good as Theſeus ! 
* The/. To injure one fo great, ſo good as nes * 
I 
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Oh, ſlave ! to wrong ſuch puny as thine; 
Such dazzling brightneſs, ſuch exalted virtue. 
Phed. Virtue | all-ſecing gods, ye know my virtue. 
Muſt I ſupport all this? Oh, righteous Heav'n! 
Can't I yet ſpeak? Reproach I could have borne, 
Pointed his Haie ſtings, and edg'd his rage: 
But to be prais'd Now, Minos, I dety thee ; 
Ev'n all thy dreadful magazines of pains, 
Stones, furies, wheels, are ſlight to what I ſuffer, 
And hell itſelf's relief. 
Theſ. What's hell to thee? 
© What crimes couldſt thou commit, or what reproaches 
* Could innocence ſo pure as Phædra's fear? 
Oh, thou'rt the chaſteſt matron of thy ſex, 
* The faireſt pattern of excelling virtue ! 
Our lateſt annals ſhall record thy glory, 
The maid's example, and the matron's theme. 
Each ſkilful artiſt ſhall expreſs thy form 
© In animated gold. The threat'ning ſword 
Shall hang for ever o'er thy ſnowy boſon ; 
* Such heav'nly beauty on thy face ſhall bloom. 
As ſhall almoſt excuſe the villain's crime; 
© But yet that firmneſs, that unſhaken virtue, 
* As ſtill ſhall make the monſter more deteſted. 
* Where-e'er you paſs, the crowded way ſhall ſound 
With joyful cries, and endleſs acclamations. 
And when aſpiring bards, in daring ſtrains, 
Shall raiſe ſome heav'nly matron to the pow'rs, [dra 
They'll ſay, She's great, ſhe's true, ſhe's chaſle as Phæ- 
* Phed. This might have been—but now, Oh, cruel 
Now, as I paſs, the crowded way ſhall found I ſtars! 
With hifling ſcorn, and murm'ring deteſtation. 
The lateſt annals ſhall record my ſhame ; 
And when th' avenging muſe, with pointed rage, 
Would fink ſome impious woman down to hell, 
She'll ſay, She's falſe, ſhe's baſe; ſhe's foul as Phædra. 
De. Hadſt thou been foul, had horrid violation 
Caſt any ſtains on purity like thine, 
They're waſh'd already in the villain's blood; 
The very ſword, his inſtrument of horror, 
« Ere this time drench'd in his inceſtuous heart, 
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Hath done thee juſtice, * and aveng'd the crimes 
* He us'dit to perform. 
Enter Meſſenger. 
Me Alas, my lord, 
Ere this the prince is dead ! I ſaw Cratander . 
Give him a word; I ſaw him boldly take it, 
Rear it on high, and point it to his breaſt, 
With ſteady hands, and with diſdainful looks, 
As one that fear'd not death, but ſcorn'd to die, 
And not in battle. A loud clamour follow'd ; 
And the ſurrounding ſoldiers hid from fight ; 
But all pronounc'd him dead. 
Phed. Is he then dead? | 
Theſ. Yes, yes, he's dead; and dead by my command. 
And in this dreadful act of mournful juſtice 
I'm more renown'd, than in my dear-bought laurels, 
Phed. Then thou'rt renown'd indeed. ——Oh, happy 
Oh, only worthy of the love of Phædra [Theſeus ! 
Haſte, then, let's join our well-met hands together, 
Unite for ever, and defy' the gods 


* 


To ſhew — — ſo eminently wretched. [praiſe me; 


Thel. Wretched ! for what ? For what the world muit 
For what the nations ſhall adore my juſtice; 
A villain's death? | | 
Phed. Hippolitus a villain ! 
Oh, he was all his godlike fire could wiſh ; 
The pride of Theſeus, and the hopes of Crete 
Nor did the braveſt of his godlike race 
Tread with ſuch early hopes the paths of honour, [dra, 
Theſ. What can this mean? Declare, ambiguous Phæ- 
« Say, whence theſe ſhifting guſts of claſhing rage? 
6 Why are thy doubted ſpeeches dark and troubled, 
© As Cretan ſeas when vex'd by warring winds ?? 
Why is a villain, with alternate paſſion, 
Accus'd and prais'd, deteſted and deplor'd ? 
Phizd. Canit thou not gueſs ? | 
Canſt thou not read it in my furious paſſions ? 
In all the wild diſorders of my ſoul ? 
Couldſt thou not ſee it in the noble warmth 
That urg'd the darling youth to acts of honour ?- 
, Couldii thou not find it 1a the gen'rous truth _ 
* Which ſparkled in his eyes, and open'd in his 15 0 
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Couldſt not perceive it in the chaſte reſerve, 
In every word and look, each godlike act, 
Couldſt thou not ſee Hippolitus was guiltleſs ? 
Theſ. Guiltleſs ! Oh, all ye gods! what can this mean 
Phæd. Mean! that the guilt is mine, that virtuous 
The maid's example, and the matron's theme, [Phædra, 
With beſtial paſſton woo'd your loathing ſon, 
And when deny'd, with impious accufation 
Sullied the luſtre of his ſhining honour ; 
Of my own crimes accus'd the faultleſs youth, 
And with enſnaring wiles deſtroy'd that virtue 
I try'd in vain to ſhake. 
Theſe. Is he then guiltleſs ? 
Guiltleſs ? Then what art thou? And, Oh, juſt Heav'n ! 
What a deteſted parricide is Theſeus ? | 
Phæd. What am I? What, indeed, but one more black. 
That earth or hell e*er bore ? Oh, horrid mixture 
Of crimes and woes, of parricide and inceſt, 
« Perjury and murder ; to arm the erring father 
6 Agzinft the guiltleſs ſon !? Oh, impious Lycon, 
In what a hell of woes thy arts have plung'd me 
' The. Lycon !——Here, guards——Oh, moſt aban- 
don'd villain ! . \. 
Secure him, ſcize him, drag him piece-meal hither, 
Enter Guards, 
Gza. Who has, my lord, incurr'd your high diſpleaſure? 
Theſ. Who can it be, ye gods, but perjur'd Lycon ? 
Who can inſpire ſuch ſtorms of rage, but Lycon ? 


| Where has my ſword left one fo black, but Lycon ? 


Where, wretched Theſeus ! in thy bed and heart, 
The very darling of my ſoul and eyes. 
Oh, beauteous fiend ! But truſt not to thy form. 
© You too, my ſon, were fair; your manly beauties 
+ Charm'dev'ry heart (Oh, heav'ns!)-to your deſtruction; 
© You too were good, your virtuous ſoul abhorr'd | 
© The crimes for which youdied. Oh, impious Phedra !” 
Inceſtuous fugy ! execrable murd'reſs ! 
Is there revenge on earth, or pain in hell ; 
Can art invent, or boiling rage ſuggeſt, 
Ev'n endleſs torture, which thou ſhalt not ſuffer? 
Phæd. And is there aught on earth I would not ſuffer ? 


Oh, were there vengeance equal to my crimes, 
; Thou 
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Thou needſt not claim it, moſt unhappy youth, 
From any hands but mine! T' avenge thy fate, 
I'd court the fierceſt pains, * and ſue for tortures, 
And Phædra's ſuff*rings ſhould atone for thine ; 
Ev'n now I fall a victim to thy wrongs ; 
Ev'n now a fatal draught works out my ſoul ; 
Ev'n now it curdles in my ſhrinking veins 
The lazy blood, and freezes at my heart. 

Lycon brought in. 

The/. Haſt thou eſcap'd my wrath ? Yet, impious Ly. 
On thee I'll empty all my hoard of vengeance, [con, 
And glut my boundleſs rage. 

Lyc. Oh, mercy, mercy | 

Theſ. Such thou ſhalt find as thy beſt deeds deſerve ; 
Such as thy guilty ſoul can hope from Theſeus ; 
Such as thou ſhew'dſt to poor Hippolitus.” 

Lyc. * Oh, chain me, whip me, let me be the ſcorn 
Of fordid rabbles, and inſulting crowds ;* 

Give me but life, and make that life moſt wretched, 

* Phed. Art thou ſo baſe, ſo ſpiritleſs a flave ? 
Not ſo the lovely youth thy arts have ruin'd, 
Not ſo he bore the fate to which you doom'd him, 

* Theſe. Oh, abject villain ! Vet it gives me joy 
Jo ſee the tears that ſhake thy guilty ſoul, 

Enhance thy crimes, and antedate thy woes. 

Ob, how thou'lt howl thy feartul ſoul away, 

* While laughing crowds ſhall echo to thy cries, 

And make thy pains their ſport.“ Haſte, * hence,” away 
with him,” | | 

Drag him to all the torments earth can furniſh ; 

Let him be rack'd and gaſh'd, impal'd alive ; 

Then let the mangled monſter, fix'd on high, 

Grin o'er the ſhouting crowds, and glut their vengeance. 

Hence, tray! [Lycon borne off, 

And 1s this all ? And art thou now appeas'd ? 

Will this atone for poor Hippolitus? 

Oh, ungorg'd appetite ! Oh, rav'nous thirſt 

Of a ſon's blood ! What, not a-day, a moment ? 

Phed. A day, a moment ! Oh, thou ſhouldſt have ſta:d 
Years, ages, all the round of circling time, 

Ere touch'd the life of that conſummate youth ! 

Theſ. And yet with joy I flew to his deſtruction, 


aſted 
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Boaſted his fate, and triumph'd in his ruin. 
Not this I promis'd to his dying mother, | 
When, in her mortal pangs, ſhe ſighing gave me 
The laſt cold kiſſes from her trembling lips, 
And reach'd her feeble wand"ring hand to mine; 
When her laſt breath now quir'ring at her mouth,“ 
When her laſ words now fallring from her tongue, 
Implor'd my goodneſs to her lovely fon, 
To her Hippolitus. He, alas! deſcends 
An early victim to the lazy ſhades, 
(Oh, heav'n andearth !) by Theſeus doom'd, deſcends. 
Phe. He's doom'd by Theſeus, but accus'd by Phædra, 
By Phædra's madneſs and by Lycon's hatred, 
et, with my life I expiate my frenzy, 
And die for thee, my headlong rage deſtroy'd. 
* Thee I purſue (Oh, great il|-fated youth) 
Purſue thee ſtill, but now with chaſte defires ; 
Thee thro” the diſmal waſte of gloomy death, 
Thee thro' the glimm'ring dawn, and purer day, 
Thro? all th* Elyfian plains ——Oh, righteous Minos! 
Elyfian plains ! there he and his Iſmena | 
Shall ſport for ever, ſhall for ever drink 
Immortal love; while I far off ſha'l howl 
© In lonely plains, while all the blackeſt ghoſts 
Shrink from the baleful fight of one more monſtrous 
And more accurs'd than they,” 
The. I too muſt die; 
T too muſt once more ſee the burning ſhore 
Of livid Acheron and black Cocytus, 
Whence no Alcides will releaſe me now. | 
Phed. Then why this ſtay ? Come on, let's plunge to 
See, Hell ſets wide its adamantine gates; [ gether, 
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See, thro' the ſable gates the black Cocytus 


In ſmoky circles rowls its fiery waves; 

Hear, hear the ſtunning harmonies of woe, 

The din of rattling chains, of claſhing whips, 

Ot groans, or load complaints, of piercing ſhrieks, 
That wide thro? all its gloomy world reſound. 
How huge Megara ſtalks ! what ſtreaming fires 
Blaze from her glaring eyes! what ſerpents curl 
In hornd wreaths, and hiſs around her head! 


Now, now ſhe drags me to the bar of Minos: 0 
ee 


PHADRA AND HrroLrrus. 8 


See how the awful judges of the dead 

Look ſtedfaſt hate, horrible diſmay ! 

See, Minos turns away his loathing eyes; 

Rage choaks his fruggling words ; the fatal urn 

Props trembling from his hand,” Oh, all ye gods ! 

What, Lycon here ? Oh, execrable villain ! 

Then am I till on earth? By hell I am, 

A fury now, a ſcourge preſerv'd for Lycon. 

See, the juſt beings offer to my vengeance 

That impious ſlave. Now, Lycon, for revenge: 

Thanks, Heav'n, tis here, PII ſtrike it to his heart. 

[Mifating Theſeus for Lycon, offers to fab him. 
Gu. Heav*ns ! *tis your lord.” 
Phed. My lord! Oh, equal Heay'n ! 

Muſt each portentous moment rife in crimes, 

And ſallying life go off in parricide ? 

This glimpſe of reaſon ſome indulgent god 

Hath granted me, to cloſt the ſcene of guilt, 

Then truſt not thy flow „ ſure of death, 

Compleat thy horrors— And if this ſuffice not, 

Thou, Minos, do the reſt. [Stabs herſelf. 
Theſ. De/'rate to the laſt—in ev) ry paſſion furious, 
Phæd. I aft not, hee 5 Thef 

Nor do 1 rom thee forgiveneſs, Theſes ; 

But yet, — my Crimes, — fill, 

That my uy wes not my nature's fault. 1 

The wrath Venus, which purſues our race, 

Firft kindled in my breaft thoſe guilty fires. 

Refifileſs goddeſs, I confeſs thy pow'r, 

To thee 1 make libation of my blood. 

Venus, avert thy hate May <vretched Phadra 

Prove the laft victim of her fated line. Dias. 
Te /. At length ſhe's quiet, /be"s dead ; 

And now earth bears not ſuch a wretch as Theſeus, 

* Yet Til obey Hippolitus, and live: 

Then to the wars; and as. the Corybantines, 

Wich claſhing ſhields, and braying trumpets, drown'd 

The criesof infant Jore, I'II ſtifle conſcience, 

And Nature's murmurs, in the din of arms. 

But what are arms to me ? Is he not dead 

For whom T fought; for whom my hoary age 

* Glow'd with the _— heat of youth in battle 2 

O 
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How then to drag a wretched life, beneath 
An endleſs round of ſtill-· returning woes, 
And all the gnawing pangs of vain remorſe ? 
What torment's this ?—Therefore, Oh, greatly thought! 
Therefore do juſtice on thyſelf, and live ; 
Live above all moſt infinitely wretched. 
Iſmena too—— Nay then, avenging Heav'n 
Enter Iſmena. 
Has vented all its rage——Oh, wretched maid ! 
Why doſt thou come to ſwell my raging grief ? 
© Why add to ſorrows, and embitter woes! 
© Why do thy mournful eyes upbraid my guilt ?? 
Why thus recall to my afflicted ſoul 
The ſad remembrance of my godlike ſon, 
Of that dear youth my cruelty has murder'd ? 
Oh, gods, your reddeft bolts of fire 
Had dealt leſs torment to my ſuff ring frame, 
Than that dęſtructiue word hath giv'n my heart! 
Life yields beneath the ſound. 
n. Ruin'd! Oh, all ye powers! Oh, awful Theſeus ! 
* Say, where's my lord? Say, where has fate diſpos'd him ? 
Oh, ſpeak ! the fear diſtracts me. | 
* The Gods! can I ſpeak ? 
Can I declare his fate to his Iſmena ? 
© Oh, lovely maid'! couldſt thou admit of comfort, 
* Thou ſhouldſt for ever be my only care, 
Work of my life, and labour of my foul. 
© For thee alone my ſorrows, lull*d, ſhall ceaſe, 
© Ceaſe for a while to mourn my murder'd ſon ; 
© For thee alone my ſword once more ſhall rage, 
Reſtore the crown of which it robb'd your race. 
Then let your grief give way to thoughts of empire; 
At thy own Athens reign. The happy crowd 
Beneath the eaſy yoke with pleaſure bow, 
And think in thee their own Minerva reigns. | 
Iſn. Muſt I then reign; nay, muſt I live without him? 
Not ſo, Oh, godlike youth! you lov'd Iſmena: 
« You, for her ſake, refus'd the Cretan empire, 
And yet a nobler gift, the royal Phædra. 
© Shall I then take a crown, a guilty crown, 


From the relentleſs hand that doom'd thy death ? 
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* Oh, 'tis in death alone I can have eaſe, 
« And thus I find it. [Offers to flab herſelf.” 
Enter Hippolitus, 
Hip. Oh, forbear, Iſmena ! 
© Forbear, chaſte maid, to wound thy tender boſom, 
© Oh, heav'n and earth ! ſhould ſhe reſolve to die, 
And ſnatch all beauty from the widow'd earth ? 
Was it for me, ye 2 ſhe'd fall a victim? 
Was it for me ſhe'd die ? Oh, heav'nly virgin!“ 
Revive, 1/mena, 
Return to light, to happineſs, and love ; 
See, ſee thy own Hippolitus, who lives, 
And hopes to live for thee. 
In. Hippolitus ! 
Am I alive or dead? Is this Elyſium ? 
« 'Tis he, *tis all Hippolitus. Art well? 
Art thou not wounded ?” 
Theſ: Oh, unhop'd-for joy! 
Stand off, and let me fly into his arms. 
Speak, ſay, what god, what miracle preſerv'd thee ? 
Didſt thou not ſtrike thy father's cruel preſent, 
My ſword, into thy breaſt ? 
Hip, I aim'd it there; 
But tufn'd it from myſelf, and flew Cratander : 
The guards, not truſted with his fatal. orders, 
Granted my wiſh, and brought me to the king. 
I fear*d not death; but could not bear the thought 
Of Theſeus? ſorrow, and Iſmena's loſs ; 
Therefore I haſten'd to your royal preſence, 
Here to receive my doom. | 
The/. Be this thy doom, | 
To live for ever in Iſmena's arms. 5 
Go, heav'nly pair, and with your dazzling virtues, 
Your courage, truth, your innocence and love, 
Amaze and charm mankind ; and rule that empire, 
For which in vain your rival fathers fought. 
In. Oh, killing joy!“ 
Hip. Oh, extacy of bliſs! 
Am I poſle(s'd at laſt of my Iſmena, | 
Of that celeſtial maid ? Oh, pitying gods! 
How ſhall I thank your bounties for my ſuff rings, 
For all my pains, and all the pangs I've borne, ; 
2 F' 3 * Since 
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* Since *twas to them I owe divine Iſmena, 

* To them I owe the dear conſent of 'Theſeus 

Yet there's a pain lies heavy on my heart, 

For the diſaſtrous fate of hapleſs Phzdra, © IF 
Theſ. Deep was her anguiſh for the wrongs ſhe did you, 

She choſe to die, and in — death deplor d 

Your fate, and not her own. | 
Hip. I've heard it all.” Unhappy Phædra 

© Oh, had not paſſion ſully'd her renown, 

None e' er on earth had ſhone with equal luſtre 3 

So glorious liv'd, or ſo lamented died. 

Fer faults were only faults of raging love, 

s Hervirtves all her own, « 
© Im. Unhappy Phædra! | 

© Was there no other way, ye pit ing pow'rs, 

No other way to crown Iſmena's love? 

Then muſt I ever mourn her cruel fate, 

And in the midſt of my triumphant joy, 

* Ev'n in my hero's arms, confeſs ſome ſorrow,* 
Thy. * Oh, tender maid, forbear with ill-tim'd grief 

* To damp our bleflings, and incenſe the gods l 

But let's away, and pay kind Heav'n our thanks, 

For all the wonders in our favour wrought ; 

That Heav'n, whoſe mercy reſcu'd erring 

From execrable crimes, and endleſs woes. 

Then learn from me, ye kings that rule the world: 

With equal poize let ſteady juſtice ſway, } 


And flagrant crimes with certain vengeance pay, 
But till the proots are clear, the ſtroke delay. | 
Hip. The righteous gods, that innocence require, 
Protect the goodneſs which themſelves inſpire ; 
. Unguarded virtue human arts defies, 
Th, accus d is happy, while th* accuſer dies. 
8 [Exeunts 
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ADIES, to-night your pity I implore, 
For one who never troubled you befort g 

An Oxford man, eatremely read in Greek, 
Who from Euripides makes Phedra ſpeak 3 
And comes to town 10 let us moderns know 
How amen low'd two thouſand years ago. 
If that be all, ſaid I, en burn your play, 
Egad, we know all that as well as they : 
Shew us the handſome youthful charioteer, 
Firm in his ſeat, and running his career ; 
Our fouls would kindle with as gen'rous ame 
An e er inſpir d the ancient Grecian dames : 
Evꝰry Iſmena would reſign her breaft, 
And eu y dear Hippolitns be bleft, 
But, as it is, fix flouncing Flanders mares 
Are &en as good as any two of theirs ; 
And if Hippolitus can but. contrive 
To buy the gilded chatiot, Jobm can driwe. 
Now of x buſtle you have ſeen to-day, © 
And Phedra's morals, in this ſcholar's play; 
Something, at laſt, in juſtice, ſhould be ſaid, 
But this Hippolitus f fills one's head 


Well, Phadra liu'd as chaſtly as ſhe cou d, 
For ſhe wvas father Fove's own fleſh and blood; 
Her awkward love, indeed, was oddly fated, © 
She and her Poly were too near related ; 
And yet that ſcruple had been laid aſide, 
If honeft Theſeus had but JO : 
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Bat when he came, what needed he to know, 
But that all matters flood in ſtatu quo: 

There wwas no harm, you ſee; or, grant there wergy 
She might want conduct, but he wanted care. 
*Tavas in a huſband little leſi than rude, 

Upon his wife's retirement to intrude: 

He ſhould have ſent @ night or two before, 
That he evould come exact at ſuch an hour; 
Then he had turn'd all . to et, 
Found ew ry thing contribute to his reft ; 

The picquet friend diſmi/?d, the coaft all clear, 
And ſpouſe alone, impatient for her dear. 
But if theſe gay reſlectious come too late 

To keep the guilty Phædra from her fate, 

If your more ſerious judgment muſt condemn 
The dire effects of her unhappy flame; 

Zet, ye chaſte matrons, and ye tender fair, 
Let love and innocence engage your care; 

My ſpotleſs flames to your protefion take, 

And ſpare poor Phadra Ar Iſmend's ſake. 
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